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Nkrumah, Prime Minister of 
Ghana, meets Vice Pres. Nixon 
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GE a, 3 See some of EBONY’s loveliest 


models featuring fabulous 
creations from world 
famous designers 


Over 200 exciting garments and 400 accessories. 
Items for everyday living to exotic ball gowns. 


There is no other Fashion Show like it! 


Check List for appearance in your city. 








CITY & STATE 


Mobile, Ala. 
Birmingham, Ala. 
Baton Rouge, La. 
New Orleans, La. 
Houston, Texas 
Austin, Texas 
Dallas, Texas 


Oklahoma City, Okla. 


Tulsa, Okla. 

Little Rock, Ark. 
Memphis, Tenn. 
Nashville, Tenn. 
Louisville, Ky. 
Indianapolis, ind. 
Dayton, Ohio 
Akron, Ohio 
Detroit, Mich. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Warren, Ohio 
Toledo, Ohio 
Milwaukee, Wisc. 
St. Paul, Minn. 

St. Lovis, Mo. 

Des Moines, lowa 
Omaha, Neb. 
Denver, Colo. 
San Diego, Calif. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
San Francisco, Calif. 


DATE 


Wednesday, Oct. 21 
Thursday, Oct. 22 
Saturday, Oct. 24 
Thursday, Oct. 29 
Sunday, Nov. 1 
Wednesday, Nov. 4 
Friday, Nov. 6 
Saturday, Nov. 7 
Sunday, Nov. 8 
Wednesday, Nov. 11 
Thursday, Nov. 12 
Soturday, Nov. 14 
Sunday, Nov. 15 
Friday, Nov. 20 
Saturday, Nov. 21 
Sunday, Nov. 22 
Monday, Nov. 23 
Tuesday, Nov. 24 
Wednesday, Nov. 25 
Friday, Nov. 27 
Monday, Nov. 30 
Wednesday, Dec. 2 
Friday, Dec. 4 
Saturday, Dec. 5 
Sunday, Dec. 6 
Tuesday, Dec. 8 
Friday, Dec. 11 
Sunday, Dec. 13 
Wednesday, Dec. 16 


Get a full year subscription to EBONY with admittance ticket. 
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HOW DO YOU 
MEASURE UP? 


Check these beauty standards for the 
‘“‘you”’ you'd like to be... 


@ clearly defined mouth in lighter-than- 
you’re-used-to lipstick 


@ pale shadow in soft sea-blue to light 
up your eyes 


@ lashes fanned outward at the corners 
for that almond look 


@ a willowy waist to accent a rounded 
hipline 


@ a look of confidence that won’t leave 
you even on problem days. 


On those days, do as millions do—use 
Tampax and feel free. Free from cumber- 
some pads and belts... from chafing 
and binding . from revealing lines 
and odot from disposal and carrying 
problems. Tampax helps you forget there’s 
a difference in days of the month. 
Worn internally, it’s the modern way. 


Tampax® internal sanitary protection: 
Regular, Super, Junior absorbencies, 
wherever drug products are sold. 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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Cover Photo of Barbara Crutchfield 
By William P. Lanier 


TAN’s November cover girl is 24 
year-old Barbara Crutchfield, an 
ex-law instructor who is now a 
California State legal assistant. 
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| “Hts comforting to know 
that no other dressing on earth 

is SO Safe, pure and widely used 

as ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 

or the Blue Seal package. After 


| EDITOR |” alits the kind that doctors 


The Jury’s Verdict recommend ’ 


N I enjoy reading TAN Magazine every month. 
I am very proud to be one of the 16,000,000 
Negro Americans in America. 

Your September issue of TAN is in my esti- 
mation the best one yet. The best three stories 
were “An American Girl Finds Love In Paris,” 
“My Dangerous Secret,” and “I Didn’t Know 
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“ I Was A Negro.” The best two articles were 
22 “New Day For Negro Beauties,” and “Holly- 
wood To Harlem.” 
= Your publication TAN always holds interest 
month after month. 
30 Chuck Goode 
34 Gallipolis, Ohio 
36 


I enjoyed reading the article, “How Sexy 
Should A Nice Girl Be?” in the September 
TAN. So many of the girls at school seem to 


10 think they have to be forward to attract the 
fellows, it is nice to read about the more subtle 

14 ways of attracting. 

50 Please publish more articles like this one, 


and keep up the good work. 
Miss M. L. W. 


Boston, Mass. 


I have been reading TAN a long time, and | 
think the September issue is the best, from 
cover to cover. 

I thought all of the stories were good, espe- 
cially “I Didn’t Know I Was A Negro.” I hope 
Rose will find happiness and I think she’s much 
better off now, although her folks sure went I 4 
to a lot of trouble to get her into the white SSS : , ae i SM Lele? 
race. They’re the ones who were wrong. : a o Vaseline 

Miss Erma Johnson = _- i ne tau dees 
Columbus, Ohio . S i : ee a JELLY 


a 
woenwn 
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41 I am a regular reader of TAN for almost 

44 one year and [ think it’s one of the best mag- 

47 azines I’ve ever read. This is my first time 
writing. 

I enjoyed “Chained To Him Forever,” “Mar- 
ried To A Madman,” and “Too Wild For Mar- 
riage,” in the August issue, so very much that 
I decided to write. I feel that the interesting 
stories help make your magazine outstanding. 

Mrs. Lobelie Smith 
Montgomery, Ala. 


Of all the magazines I read dealing with 
love, etc., I think TAN is the greatest, and I 
enjoy it the most. I read a copy of this won- 
derful magazine each month and the stories 
are great. I equally enjoy reading each one. 

Please keep up the good work! 


Claudette J. Richards 
London, England 
oat I have just finished your August issue, and 


am I thought it was grand. I especially enjoyed TRADE MARK ® 

ns Fast Freight To Hell,” and “How Men Fall 

In Love With Women.” PETROLEUM JELLY 

- Joyce E. Roberts VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBROUGH-POND'S INC 
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I really enjoy reading your magazine, and I 
hope you never stop publishing it. 

| would like my name entered in your Pen 

Pals section. I am a 16-year-old who enjoys 

writing and receiving letters of any kind. Any 

subject at all seems to interest me and I never 

fail to answer right back. So if you wish to 
make a new friend, write a letter to me. 

Thelma Anderson 

317 East 121st St. 

Los Angeles 61, Calif. 


[ have been reading TAN Magazine about 
three years now and find it very interesting. I 
particularly like Life’s Little Dramas, Holly- 
wood To Harlem, and the Pen Pal page. 

| would like very much to have my name 
printed on your Pen Pal page. I am 19 years 
of age, 511” tall, and dark complexion. I am 
in the Royal Air Force. I would like to cor- 
respond with girls between 17 and 21. My hob- 
bies are outdoor sports, good music and the 
cinema. | will answer all letters and will ex- 

change oa . 43 sey 
C Barry Blackburn, 4239173 
Admin Wing H.Q., 
R.A.F. Gaydon, 
Lemington Spa., 
Warwickshire, England 


I'd like to be added to your list of those 
seeking Pen Pals. I’m a nineteen-year-old mem- 


ber of the WAC and a native Baltimorean. 

I’ve also joined the ranks of those who know 
what it means to be lonely. 

All letters will be answered, and I will ex- 

change photos. 

Pfc. Gloria Clark 

WA8215764 

U.S.A.E.C.R. 


Wac.aled., 3rd Bn. 
Fort Belvoir, Va. 


[ would sincerely thank you if you would 
please be so kind as to publish my name in 
your Pen Pal section. I’m a Negro male, 27 
years old, 5’7”, 169 lbs. My hobbies are danc- 
ing, chess, progressive jazz and writing. I have 
been writing people all over the world for 


some ten years. I have been writing people 
from your Pen Pals section for five years, and 
would like to receive letters from young men 
and women between the ages of 19 and 40. 
You cannot imagine just how much you can 
learn from writing to people. I thank you for 


making it possible for us to correspond with 
others all over the world. 
James A. Hill 


1839 W. Adams Blvd. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


I’m a lonely girl, and I live in a very lonely 
town. | would like to correspond with men and 
women from all over the world between the 
ages of 23 and 35. 

[ have a medium brown complexion, brown 


eyes and black hair. My age is 23. I love to 
dance, sing, skate, read, go to the movies. 

[ would sincerely thank you if you would 
only be so kind. 


Louise Buchanan 
1204 St. Charles Road 
Maywood, Ill. 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Will you enter my name in your Pen Pal 
column? I would like to correspond with 
young men and women from the United States 
and other countries. I am a Negro, 20 years 
old, and considered attractive. I will answer 
all letters, and exchange photos. Race does 
not matter. 

Keep up the good work in TAN. 

Mable Brown 
323 Gadd Rd. 
Hixson, Tenn. 


I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine, 
and would like to be included in your Pen Pal 
column. 

I am a member of the U. S . Army, stationed 
at Fort Ord, California. I am 6. 3”, have brown 
eyes and black hair. I would like to hear from 
young ladies between 17 and 24. By the way, 
I'm 23. I will gladly answer all letters and 
will also exchange photos if requested. 

Pvt. Ernest Kelly, Jr. 

US 56315497 

Co. B, 3rd Brig., 9th Battle Group 
U.S.A.T.C., 3rd Platoon 

Fort Ord, California 


I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your columns. 

I would like to correspond with young boys 
between the ages of 18 and 21. I am 16, 5’4”, 
weigh 120 Ibs. My measurements are 36-24-35. 
I have dark eyes, black hair, and medium com- 
plexion. My hobbies are dancing and all sorts 
of sports. 

All letters will be answered immediately. 

Miss Mary Harris 
5060th Trans. Sqd. 
APO 731, Box 880 

Seattle, Wash. 


You will no doubt be pleased to hear that 
through constant reading of your popular mag- 
azine, I have observed better the equal par- 
ticipation of American Negroes in all the mod- 
ern activities which make the United States of 
America what it is today. I have developed an 
ever-growing interest in their participation of 
all the activities in their country, and would 
therefore wish to have Pen Pals among them. 

I am a Ghanaian by birth, my age is 22, and 
my education is up to the American high school 
level. My height is 5’9”, and my weight is 11 
stones, 4 lbs. My hobbies include the follow- 
ing: painting, photography, movies, music, 
table tennis and rea 

Hoping to get a friend with similar or al- 
lied interests soon. 

Alex Tamakloe 
P. O. Box 3133 
Accra, Ghana 
West Africa 


I enjoy reading TAN very much, and would 
like very much to become a member of your 
Pen Pal Clnb. I am 21 years old, 5’6” tall, 
medium brown complexion, brown eyes and 
black hair. I work as a telephone operator 
and enjoy meeting people. I would like to 
correspond with young ladies and men between 
the ages of 21-26. My hobbies include music, 
movies and reading. 


I will exchange photos and answer all letters. 


Rosalie Grant 
2012 So. Hanna 
Fort Wayne, Ind. 


I am 30 years old, male, have natural red 
hair, although I am a Negro. I weigh 170 lbs., 
and work hard. So hard, in fact, that I have 
little time left to seek out friends. As a re- 
sult, I am lonely for the companionship of an 
intelligent young lady between the ages of 21 
to 35 years of age. These ages I prefer, but 
will answer all letters regardless. 

Hopefully, 

Stan Pierce 
1281 W. Cabrini St. 
Chicago 7, IIl. 


I would be tremendously gratified if you 
would include me in your Pen Pal column. 

I am a Negro girl, 19 years of age, 5’7” tall 
and weigh 132 lbs. I have medium complexion, 
and am considered popular by my friends. My 
hobbies are dancing, writing, picture taking, 
and singing. I would like to hear from boys 
and girls between the ages of 19-25, especially 
some lonely soldier. I will answer all letters 
and exchange photos. 

Mary Louise Jones 
1707 Beasley St. 
Huntingdon, Tenn. 


I’m most interested in becoming a member 
of your Pen Pal club. I’m 28 years of age, 
medium brown complexion, black hair, brown 
eyes, height 59”. I like dancing, jazz music 
and writing. I would like to correspond with 
young ladies ages 20-27. I spent five years in 
the Marine Corps, San Diego, California. 

I will exchange photos and answer all let- 
ters. 

James Ester Taylor 
5761 So. Princeton Ave. 
Chicago 21, II. 


I would appreciate it very much if you would 
be so kind to print my name in your Pen Pal 
column of your magazine. 

I am 17 years of age. I weigh 110 lbs., and 
am 5/2” tall. I have dark brown eyes, long 
black hair, and a brown complexion. I like 
music (rock ’n’ roll and jazz). I also like to 
sing, and letter writing, and all sports with 
the exception of a few. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the world, regardless of race or 
creed. Will answer all letters, I promise, and 
gladly exchange photos. 

Miss Gloria Joyce Smith 
2672 Murrell Lane 
Crichton Station, Ala. 


I enjoy reading TAN Magazine, and espe 
cially the Pen Pals. I am 17 years old, 34" 
tall, and weight 117 lbs; brown complexion 
and dark brown hair. I would like to corre- 
spond with young men 20 to 25. I will answer 
a!l letters and gladly exchange photos. 

Trudy Martin 
1263 West 9th St. 
Denver, Colo. 
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with LIGHTER, BRIGHTER SKIN 


All eyes turn toward the girl with a 
lovely complexion—and that girl can be 
you! Use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your skin 
get a lighter, brighter, smoother look. 
[ts bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science knows 
no faster way of lightening skin. Be 
sure to start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream this very day. 











Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 


ED 434, 65¢ 


BLACK == and WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 


POEMS 


* Wanted Te Be Set To Music 
* by America’s Largest Song Studio. 
Send Poems. Immediate consideration. 
* Phonograph Records Made 
_FIVESTAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLDG., GOSTON, MASS. 























NOW THE WORLD'S FINEST POCKET PISTOLS 
CAN BE YOURS! 


22 DERRINGER 


*] r: BRAND NEW! 


HIDDEN PROTECTION 
A prestige pistol that fires the 
readily available .22 long rifle ammo. 
Compact - Accurate - Deadly. The 
Derringer is perfect for personal 
protection — home or business. 
ORDER NOW! Send $10.00 Balance C.0.D. 
PACIFIC WEAPONS CO. 
Dept.98 7471 Melrese, LA. 46, Calif. 















Ella Fitzgerald 


Joyce Bryant Bobby Short 


™ Hollywood to Harlem they’re talking about a famous singer and 

her latest marital venture. Though the lady always claims “this is for keeps,” 
if the gentleman in question would think twice and run through her list of back 
numbers, he just might realize he can only be the “man of the moment.” Or, as 
another singer has so aptly put it: It’s just a matter of time. 


Model-actress Vera Francis has come to the end of her two-year marital 
rope with husband George Handwerk. Though her second off-spring is barely a 
few weeks old, she is telling it all to the judge. 


Singer Joyce Bryant has resumed her gospel concert tours after quietly 
spending several weeks in a Tennessee hospital. The one-time petite 100-pound 
songstress has been battling a weight problem which she attributes to the peace of 
mind resulting from her new way of life. She had ballooned to 150 pounds. 


Little Richard, who has also taken on a new way of life, is not disinterested 
after all in the worldly things he gave up to become an evangelist. Seems there’s a 
lot of loot due him for records he made before quitting the rock ’n roll scene and 
he’s out to collect. 


Eartha Kitt, song stylist extraordinaire, has dared to enter the concert 
field and amazingly enough the result has been sensational—like everything the 
Kitten does. During one of these concert programs, La Kitt floats through Spanish, 
Russian, Hebrew, Turkish and Haitian lyrics like a native of each. 


Andy Kirk, famed bandleader of the Clouds of Joy during the 30’s, has 
been laboring for some time now as manager of Harlem’s once equally famous 
Hotel Theresa. Recently Andy dropped a bundle of loot (Continued on Page 51) 
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Sarah Vaughan 


On The Reco 4 


N° COUNT SARAH/Sarah Vaughan (Mercury): If there is anybody so un- 
initiated to the works of Sarah Vaughan that they believe that the title of this 
album is an indication the contents therein are of inferior quality, they should be 
sent from the room without even being allowed to listen. They are completely “out” 
of it anyway. The “in” group knows that Sarah is never anything less than superior. 
She is backed this time by the Count Basie Band, minus Count himself, thus the 
clever jacket titling. Everybody else is there, however: trumpeters Wendell Cully, 
Thad Jones, Eugene Young and Joe Newman; trombonists Harry Coker, Al Grey 
and Benny Powell; saxmen Frank Wess, Frank Foster, Billy Mitchell, Charley 
Fowlkes and Marshall Royal; guitarist Freddy Green; bass player Richard Davis; 
drummer Sonny Payne and pianist Ronnell Bright. 

With such an inspiring crew, Sarah goes to work on Side 1 with a liquid improvi- 
sation of Smoke Gets In Your Eyes, which she follows with a faultless, four-minute, 
instrumental-like presentation of the Basie classic, Doodlin’. She then relaxes with 
a typical Vaughan ballad, Darn That Dream, before swinging along with the Basie 
band on Just One Of Those Things. 

Having thus lulled her listeners into a false sense of serenity, “Sass,”—as Sarah’s 
friends call her—goes whimsically voice-skiing over the icy slopes of Moonlight In 
Vermont, demonstrating once again her phenomenal ability to soar into astronomi- 
cal heights from which any harmonious descent seems impossible. Sarah proves, 
however, that in her case it is possible. This exercise is definitely not recommended 
for singers with less gifted vocal instruments, as almost all other singers have. 

No ’Count Sarah, the opener for Side 2, is the longest (five minutes, 24 seconds) 
of the album, written by Sarah herself and Thad Jones, and features more than 
three niinutes of a clowning Sarah, riffing 4 la Ella Fitzgerald, albeit without Ella’s 
elegant excellence. The next tune, Cheek To Cheek, is also a long one, over five 
minutes, with Sarah emptying her full bag of vocal tricks. 

Also included on this side is the timeless Stardust, which Sarah opens with two 
scat choruses, the likes of which songwriter Hoagy Carmichael probably never 
dreamed. To end it all, Sarah sings a somewhat restrained Missing You. 

It all sounds like Sarah had fun with this album. The listener probably will 
have fun, too. 








—use “LYSOL” 


Homez-style douches can’t do the job 
that “‘Lysol’’ can! 


They can’t keep you sure of your 
daintiness the way you want to be! 


But “‘Lysol”’ will! “Lysol” kills the 
very germs that cause embarrassing odor! 


Every time you douche with “Lysol” 
you can be confident. Because you 
know you're sweet and nice inside! 


Try it and see. New “Lysol” brand 
disinfectant is mild. Won’t hurt you! 


To find out how to douche 
the way a doctor thinks best, 
send for free booklet 
(mailed in plain envelope). 
Write to “Lysol,” Bloomfield, 
New Jersey, Dept. D259. 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 
A Lehn & Fink Product + Also available in Canada 





Be Confident 
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You face the crisis when the honey:noon 


begins. Here’s why this is the mosi 


dangerous time in your marriage, 


raiLicir 
rit 4 


and what you can do about it 


WEDDING had been beautiful. There were a hundred friends at the 


h and twice as many at the reception that followed. 


eks the bride-to-be had been in a whirlwind of activity: invitations, select- 
utfitting her attendants, bridal gown fittings, wedding rehearsals. 


in’t been an easy time for the future bridegroom, either. He had to make 


ut their home, get all his old affairs in order, wrestle with his bank balance. 
hrough it all, they had to try to spend as much time together as possible. 

t was all behind them. She had been up most of the night before the wed- 
| tossed restlessly even after she got to bed. He had gotten practically no 


ll, having been the guest of honor at an all-night farewell stag party that 


bleary eyes and an aching head. 
)w it was over. Even the ninety-mile drive to the hotel where they planned 
their honeymoon was at last at an end. 


with weariness, their nerve edges frayed by the extended period of excite- 


heir physical and emotional endurance pushed far beyond any previous 


ese two people—really strangers to each other now that they found them- 


nd locked doors—prepared to begin the most important phase of their 


y wonder, then, that two months later the bride was back at home with 

ashamed to face her friends and wondering what to do about all! the 
that the husband was back in his bachelor apartment, disillusioned and 
vyhat a waste it all had been. 


was their problem? The honeymoon; the most dangerous time in a mar- 
e patience, understanding, consideration and plain willingness of give-and- 


s essential in matrimony is almost impossible to summon forth under the 
nditions frequently existing immediately prior to and just after the wed- 
nony. 

reason No. 1 for the honeymoon being the most dangerous time of a 


No. 2? An appalling ignorance of the facts of sexual life. After all, the 
f sexual intimacy is a big part of the honeymoon. Here the foundation is 
for all of the years of marriage to come. People do not embark on careers 


ering, fashion designing, law or medicine or hardly anything else without 


wledge of what they are about. But in America, if the moral ideal of 
is preserved up until the man and woman are wed, in many cases the 
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Worn to a frazzle? Unsure of the facts of 


life? That’s no way to begin an 


important career like marriage 


couple have only the faintest notion what 
sex life is really about, although mar- 
riage is a career in itself. 

This problem begins with parents, who 
for the most part find it somewhat dis- 
tressing to try to get across to their chil- 
dren, at the proper time, an adequate 
picture of the birds and the bees. More 
likely, any information they may impart 
will be in the nature of warnings and 
predictions of dire consequences. No 
parent tells his young son or daughter 
how to enjoy sex. And after all, sex is to 
be enjoyed. 

However, thusly handicapped, the en- 
terprising young man or woman must 
seek out information in textbooks, many 
of which appear to have been written for 
medical students only. Others deal only 
in generalities. 

How then can a young couple with a 
yen for the twain to be legally joined 
overcome the hazards that confront the 
honeymoon? First of all, they should 
keep the wedding plans as well organized 
and as simple as possible. The couple 
should pace themselves as much as pos- 
sible, avoiding whatever physical and 
emotional strains they can to conserve 
their energies. In the case of simple wed- 
dings before a justice of the peace or a 
private church ceremony, this precaution 
is easy to maintain. For large, formal 
weddings, however, it is probably impos- 
sible to do too much about it, but an 
effort should be made. Remember, noth- 
ing else that might require your time and 
energy before the wedding is as import- 
ant as those first few days you will spend 
together. Pace yourself accordingly. 

Secondly, seek to increase your sexual 
knowledge before the honeymoon—not 
by experience, of course, but by the most 
up-to-date writings on the subject. You 
may be surprised, if you have previously 
read some older works, at what new 
theories have come into existence. 

Older books, for instance, stress the 
physical side of love play as an indispen- 
sable prerequisite to the sex act itself. 
Newer treatises, however, point out that 
sexual desire is really more mental and 
emotional than physiological, and there- 
fore excited in the brain. What does all 
this mean? Simply that some discussion 


of sexual anticipation is important. It 
gets your partner thinking in the right 
direction, thus the mental and emotional 
forces are brought into play. If you want 
to make a pass at your wife before break- 
fast or in the kitchen after dinner, go 
ahead. Then she knows what is on your 
mind. A wife should similarly make her 
desires known, and need not feel shy 
in doing so. 

In fact, frank discussion of sex itself 
is desirable in marriage. On this particu- 
lar aspect of man-woman relationship, 
Dr. Albert Ellis, a noted marriage coun- 
selor, advises: “No man or woman is a 
mind reader. Even individuals who are 
passionately in love misunderstand each 
other; and husbands and wives certainly 
do. Your sex proclivities are necessarily 
so personal and unique, in some respects, 
that it is difficult even for a member of 
the same sex to understand them. A 
member of the other sex, who is bound 
to be startlingly different in many ways, 
has even greater difficulty. 

“The only sane way, therefore, to un- 
derstand what sexually arouses and satis- 
fies your mate is, in unvarnished Eng- 
lish, to ask him or her; and the only sane 
way to get your mate to understand what 
sexually arouses and satisfies you is to 
tell him or her. 

“Shame, in this connection, is utterly 
silly—just as silly as a husband’s being 
ashamed to tell his wife that he likes his 
eggs scrambled instead of sunnyside up, 
and then becoming angry, because, 
somehow, she does not fathom this . . 

“If, then, you like your sex with the 
lights on, with music playing, in front 
of mirrors, rolling on the floor, slow or 
fast, orally or manually, by land or by 
sea, for heaven’s sake say so. And do 
your very best to discover, by woi ‘s as 
well as deeds, what your mate likes, too. 

“If either of you cannot talk about sex 
and let the other know what your likes 
and dislikes are, then emotionally dis- 
turbed, needlessly guilty attitudes exist 
between you, and professional help may 
be indicated . . .” 

Keeping all these facts in mind, you 
may be better prepared to face up to the 
most dangerous time in your marriage: 


THE END 


the honeymoon. 
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By EVE LYNNE 


D EAR EVE: 

I am engaged to the most beautiful 
colored girl in the entire world. She is 
19, and medium brown complexion, and 
very attractive. There is only one draw- 
back—I am white. 

I met her two months ago at a friend’s 
party, where I was the only white. We 
hit it off great right from the start. My 
reason for being there was I went to 
school with the host. Last week I picked 
up this magazine at my girl’s apartment, 
and brought it home to read. I read your 
article, and presumed you to be colored, 
and so maybe you can answer some of 
these questions. Should we continue with 
our marriage plans? If so, what kind of 
of a life will we lead? 

I am not ashamed of my love, and we 
have been out on many public dates 
like ball games and movies, and night 
clubs. My family and her family are 
living back East, and we are separated 
from them, so there is no friction there. 
Thank you for your help. 

M. W. 
Dear M. W.: 

If you two love each other sincerely 
and completely enough to withstand 
social pressures, and the fact that some 
people of both races will still consider 
you an “unusual situation,” instead of 
two human beings, then, yes—go ahead 
with your marriage plans. (And love 
is not all “oh, isn’t she pretty” ; it’s con- 
cern for the welfare and happiness of 
the other person, too.) After the racial 
hurdle, if you and your fiancee have the 
same interests, and a respect for each 
other as individuals, your life together 
should -be~a’ very happy one, indeed. 





Dear Eve: 

I’m 19 years old and having a baby 
by a man who is 24. He says that he 
loves me and wants to marry me, but 
when I bring up the subject, he always 
uses his job as an excuse, saying he 
doesn’t know when he'll get laid off 
again. 

I love him very much, and want to 
know what to do. Should I wait for him, 
or find someone else? I go in the hos- 
pital pretty soon now, and I would 
appreciate any help you can give me. 

M. 
Dear M: 

In your case, an unemployed husband 
is worth more than a bachelor with two 
jobs. Your friend may not know when 
his time is up, but you certainly know 
when yours is. Get him before the 
preacher as fast as you can so your baby 
won't bear the stigma of being born out 
of wedlock. If he really loves you, he 
won't let you face this alone for any ex- 
cuse. As far as his job is concerned, tell 
him that nothing in life is certain—ex- 
cept that you’re going to have his baby 
—and that you can face employment 
problems and any other difficulties— 


after you’re married! 


Dear Eve: 

I’m 18 years of age, and a high school 
graduate. I’ve been going steady with a 
boy for a year and five months. We got 
along very well just about all the time. 
I still love him very much. He also said 
he loves me, but after I finished high 
school, I left my hometown. At the time, 
he was in the Army for six months. Of 
course, we were engaged to be married, 
but he’s to return to the Army soon and 
says he doesn’t want a special friend any 
longer. 

I’m very much in love with him. What 
shall I do? He really broke my heart, 
and I feel my life is incomplete without 
him. Please give me advice on this 
situation. I believe he still loves me, and 
I would like to continue with him. 

Lonesome 
Dear Lonesome: 

Your young man does not wish to tie 
you down during his stretch in the Army, 
which is a sensible decision at your age. 
Accept his friendship and return it in 
kind, meanwhile dating others and en- 
joying this period of your life. If your 
feeling for him is “the real thing,” it 
will last; if not, it is better to know it 
now. 
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he going into another wom- 
's arms of his own desire, Qe 
are you driving him there? ; 


In many a marriage the “other 
woman’ is not a slick chick on 


the make for somebody else’s 





man, but is a wife’s inner-self, 
YOU in which jealousy, suspicion and 


doubt thrive like a disease 


THE OTHER WOMAN? 


he THE WHOLE TOWN of Lansing, there was no happier married couple than 

Bob and Debra Townsend. He had a good job, they lived in a new house and 
drove a new car. They were a handsome couple, and enjoyed doing things together, 
seemingly radiating their happiness everywhere they went. 

In due course, they bore children, and while the pattern of their married life 
changed somewhat—she stayed home more, caring for the family; he worked 
longer and harder, in order to support it—theirs was still a happy union. 

Then came trouble. A nosey neighbor with little happiness in her own life de- 
cided to do her “duty”—as she put it—by letting Debra know that Bob had been 
seen lavishing his attentions on another young woman in public. 

Debra went for the bait, hook, line and sinker. Instead of dismissing her med- 
dling friend with a polite if somewhat chilly calm, she asked for all the gory details. 
The evidence was slight and circumstantial in nature: Bob was having lunch with a | 
good-looking girl in a somewhat cozy restaurant, and obviously enjoying himself, | 
the neighbor told Debra. She had seen it, she said, with her own eyes. 

On this thin information, Debra sank into a pit of despair and jealousy, which 
later changed to righteous indignation. How dare he, she thought, while I stay 
home with the children and slave my youth away keeping house. Her anger grew 
with each tick of the clock. So did her suspicions. What about all those times he had 
supposedly worked late? How about his nights out “bowling with the boys?” And } 
hadn’t he made a couple of so-called “business” trips without her this year? There | 
was no doubt about it: Bob was a cad. 

Thus when Bob Townsend arrived that evening at the heavily mortgaged home 
he liked to think of as his castle, he found, instead of a warm meal, a happy house- 
hold and a few quiet moments with his evening paper, a wild-eyed wife with fangs 
bared. 

“I don’t know who you think you’re fooling, Bob Townsend,” his wife charged, 
“but I’m not going to sit still while you chase around with every loose woman in 
town!” 

Bob, whose reactions were rather bright under most circumstances, could only 
stand in the middle of the living room floor, his mouth agape, wondering if some- 
how he had stumbled into the wrong house. 

“How could you do it?” his wife demanded, tears now filling her eyes. “How 
could you hurt me like this? And what about your children?” 


Bob Townsend was thunder-struck. But even when he regained his speech, there 
15 
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Does lipstick on his col- 
lar prove he’s been un- 
true? Not necessarily. 


was nothing he could say to convince 
his wife that the restaurant episode was 
simply a matter of entertaining the wife 
of a potential insurance client, who 
joined them later. (Mrs. Nosey Neigh- 
bor had not stayed around long enough 
to see this.) 

This was the beginning and the end 
of a once happy marriage. The “other 
woman” in the Townsends’ marital life 
had caused Debra to lose the only man 
she ever loved. Who was the “other 
woman?” Debra herself. 

A jealous woman can cause untold 
misery in the life of a man. She is apt 
to watch every move of his with suspi- 
cion. There is even the possibility that 
she may hire a private detective to 
shadow him from morn till night in an 
effort to unearth evidence of his imag- 
ined infidelity. 

The divorce courts, of course, are filled 
with married couples who would have re- 
mained happily married but for the illu- 
sions of a jealous wife. One such woman 
had discovered lipstick on one of her 
husband’s handkerchiefs. Without wait- 
ing for a word of explanation from her 
bewildered mate, she instantly accused 
him of playing fast and loose with other 
women. Her mate withstood a few days 
of bitter verbal attacks from his out- 
raged spouse, and finally moved out. 

Three days later, while doing the laun- 
dry, his wife made the startling discov- 
ery that the shade of lipstick on her 
husband’s handkerchief matched her 
own, and that he was in the habit of re- 
moving tell-tale signs of her morning 
goodbye kiss with his handkerchief be- 
fore arriving at work. The “other 
woman” in this case? Again, the wife. 

Another wife actually worried herself 
sick over the lipstick-like stains her hus- 
band bore when he returned home from 
his alleged art class at a nearby YMCA. 
Strange as it seems, it was quite a few 
arguments later before she learned the 
completely obvious; the stains were red 
paint! 

Again a case of the wife’s jealousy 
being “the other woman.” 

Psychologists agree that jealousy is a 
strong human emotion, capable of 
wrecking the (Continued on Page 73) 
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Style No. 307—SUNDAY STROLLER. You look won- 
derful the minute you step into this button-up dar- 
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to nip you in slim curves that point up to the flirty 
flyaway wing collar. Navy, beige, french blue. 
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ITRAP 


He was another woman’s man; a woman 
who turned cold at his touch and denied 


him her love. But the very sight of him 


excited me, and I melted when he came near. He was 


her’s all right, but she didn’t want him—and I had to have him or die! 


HE HEAT HAD BEEN terrible that 

summer. Waves of it formed vapor 
trails up from the concrete streets and 
sidewalks during the days, and the mug- 
gy nights made it almost impossible to 
sleep. My small apartment was like an 
oven. Whenever there was a breeze, it 
was always blowing from the wrong di- 
rection. So night after night I lay in bed, 
my bare body slick with perspiration and 
clinging to the sheet underneath me. 

There was something ominous about 
the heat wave. When it came, a heavy, 
oppressive silence seemed to come with 
it to hang over the city, and as I tossed 
nightly in its hot grip, I somehow felt 
that my restlessness was more than just 
a result of the weather. I was like the 
city, alive and sweltering under a grow- 
ing, hot, nameless emotion. 

How long had it been since Jerry; 
eighteen months, two years? A long 
time for a woman to be alone and man- 
less after she has been a married woman; 
after she has known a man’s love, his 
strength, his power to arouse and quench 
the searing flame of desire. How long 
had it been? 

It was a night like all the others—hot 
—when Frank Anderson walked into the 
restaurant where I worked and sat down. 
I had never seen him before and I didn’t 
know his name then, but I noticed him 
anyway, more than I| usually noticed 
other men who came in. 

Some of the other waitresses played 
games of guessing and classifying the 
customers, especially the male ones. They 


tried to guess the ones that were married 
and the ones that weren’t. They also 
classified “pinchers” and “patters” and 
“tightwads” and “suckers.” They had 
other names, too. I never joined in the 
game. I didn’t think it was right to try 
to decide what a person was like without 
even knowing them. Oh, the wolves were 
pretty obvious. But then, what man 
didn’t make a pass at a girl if he had the 
chance? 

There was something about Frank An- 
derson that was different, though. May- 
be it was his eyes, with the hurt look, or 
the gentle sound of his voice when he 
ordered his dinner. Something about him 
that said here was a guy who had been 
hurt—bad, and he didn’t like being hurt 
or hurting others. Maybe I saw it in him 
because I knew something about being 
hurt myself. 

“I’m afraid we may not have any more 
of the asparagus tips,” I said as I took 
his order. “It’s pretty near closing time 
and we've begun to run short on some 
of the vegetables.” 

“Okay,” he said, smiling softly. “Ill 
take the corn if you’re out of asparagus.” 

Gentle, agreeable, that was him; not 
wanting to offend. A lot of customers 
would have made a big deal of our being 
out of asparagus tips, even if it was 
eleven-thirty and we closed at midnight. 

“Ts it always this hot in this town?” 
he asked when I came back with bread 
and butter. 

“Tt’s been this way for almost a month 
now,” I answered, “and the weatherman 





says there’s no relief in sight.” 

He smiled then, apologetically. “I 
guess you get a little tired of talking 
about the weather with every customer 
who comes in,” he said. “Probably 
everybody is talking about the heat.” 

“Yes,” I said, “they are.” 

His smile faded. He had nothing else 
to say. 

“I managed to rustle up some aspara- 
gus tips for you. I had them on a plate 
I was preparing for myself, but it’s too 
hot to eat anyway. That’s why I waited 
so late to have dinner, hoping I could 
work up an appetite. But even the air- 
conditioning in here doesn’t help too 
much when it gets like this, with the out- 
side doors opening and closing all the 
time and the heat in the kitchen.” 

He tried to protest my giving up part 
of my dinner to him, but I just smiled 
and said, “It’s okay,” and went back 
to check on his order. 

I don’t really know what we talked 
about after that, but every time I came 
to his table we had some bit of small 
talk to exchange. I was used to being 
friendly with customers, but usually 
when a lone male got too talkative, it 
was a sign to withdraw because you 
knew he was getting ideas. But some- 
how I didn’t worry about this one. He 
was lonely—all alone. I could tell. 


OR A WEEK after that Frank came 
to the restaurant to eat late at night. 
By then I knew his name and where he 
was from and that he had come to town 
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MAN TRAP 


What was the secret behind Frank’s 


dark brooding eyes, the grim-set 
mouth? When I found out, I unleashed 


a dam of desire, a flood of 


passion that each of us was powerless to halt 


to help manage a gasoline station for an 
old war buddy. 

“We used to run the motor pool in our 
outfit,” he explained. He never filled in 


the years between, though, from the time 
the war was over until now. Those had 
been the years of his hurt. 

By the end of the week, Frank and I 
were friends, and | was wondering when 
he would get around to asking for a date 
or driving me home or something. I 


guess he felt it, too, because that night 
he did 


‘Here | sit every night, finishing din- 
ner just about the time you leave, and 
you catch a bus home while my car is 
sitting right outside. It’s a waste.” He 
smiled. His statement had been direct, 
not a question, yet there was‘a hesitancy 
in it, as if he weren’t sure he was doing 
the right thing. Maybe he was worried 
about the possibility of my being mar- 
ried. But I wore no ring; he could have 
easily noticed that. But then, maybe 
Frank was married. No, he was alone. 
No man could have a wife or family and 
look the way he did. 


He was still waiting for me to answer 
his offe I 


“Okay,” I said. “Meet you in ten min- 
utes.” 

During the ride home I watched Frank 
carefully. He said little, keeping his eyes 
straight ahead on the road, his hands 
firmly on the steering wheel. 

[ could not help, as I sat there just 
watching him, feeling that perhaps I was 
already falling in love. Don’t be a fool, 
Alice, | told myself sharply. He’s proba- 
bly like all the rest. Waitresses are sup- 
posed to be an easy touch. Ten minutes 


after he gets you home—if he takes you 
straight home—you'll be fighting him 
off. 

But he wasn’t like all the others. He 
20 


couldn’t be; the strong hands, the grim- 
set mouth, the lonely eyes. He wasn’t 
like any of the others. 

“I’m afraid I’ve got a surprise for you, 
Frank,” I said as we pulled up in front 
of the apartment building where I lived. 

“Oh?” he replied casually. 

“Her name is Susan and she’s four 
years old—my daughter.” 

Complete surprise swept over Frank’s 
face. ““Well—I guess maybe I’m a little 
off base, then, driving you home—” he 
started apologetically. 

“It’s all right,” I said quickly. “Su- 
san’s father and I were divorced about 
two years ago. We were married awfully 
young—too young in fact. I didn’t know 
much about being a housewife and he 
sure wasn’t ready to settle down to the 
responsibilities of being a husband and 
father. We were married three years and 
the first one wasn’t bad—we didn’t have 
much but we could come and go as we 
pleased. After that, when Susan came, it 
all changed. Jerry couldn’t take it. He 
ran out.” 

“I’m sorry,” Frank said quietly. 

“I’m not,” I answered matter-of-factly. 
“I realize Susan needs a father and all 
that, but I’m afraid Jerry will always be 
an irresponsible kid at heart, and | think 
things are better this way than if Susan 
had to grow up in a home where her par- 
ents were fussing and fighting all the 
time.” 

Frank nodded and breathed a deep 
sigh. “You’re absolutely right, of 
course.” He said it with the voice of ex- 
perience. 

Maybe he'll tell me about his past, 
now, | thought hopefully. Maybe he'll 
tell me if there is someone—but it was 
too late. We were opening my apart- 
ment door and being greeted by Hazel, 
the teen-age girl from downstairs who 


came up and stayed with Susan in the 
afternoons and evenings when I was at 
work. 

“It’s a wonderful arrangement,” I ex- 
plained to Frank after he and Hazel were 
introduced. “Hazel adores Susan and 
vice-versa, and since she can study and 
look at television up here and still get to 
bed by a little past midnight, she doesn’t 
charge me nearly what it’s worth to have 
a good sitter.” 

In a couple of minutes Hazel was gone 
and I let Frank come in with me while 
I took a peep at Susan. She looked like 
an angel, asleep with her big rag doll 
in her arms. Frank reached over and 
stroked her hair gently with his big 
hand, and for a moment I thought I saw 
tears well up in his eyes, but he said 
nothing, nor did I until we were out of 
the room again. 

I offered to fix coffee and we sat and 
drank it for awhile as I kept trying to 
get the conversation back to where we 
had left it when we came in. I had to 
know what had put the hurt in Frank’s 
eyes, what had happened that made him 
want to cry when he saw a little girl 
asleep in bed. 

But I didn’t get any answers that 
night. When Frank finished his cup of 
coffee, he refused a second one and left 
—almost abruptly, I thought with some 
disappointment. Then I told myself I 
should have been grateful. I hadn’t had 
to fight him off, like girls do most men 
who seemed to feel that the first time 
they take you out or bring you home 
you're supposed to swoon in their arms. 


ANK DROVE ME home often after 
that, and on my off days he came to 
see Susan and me and we went on long 
picnics in the country and to the beach 
and the zoo. It was like being a real fam- 
ily, the kind of family Jerry and I could 
never have been. And I realized, with a 
wildly beating heart, I loved Frank now 
more than | had ever loved any man. 
And he must have felt something for us, 
too—me and Susan. He was young, 
good-looking, free; there was no need 
for him to spend so much time with us 
unless we meant something to him. Why 
didn’t he speak out? 

My answer came a month later after 
one of our “family” outings. We had 
been up in the country, spreading out a 
lunch on a little hill near a deserted 
farm house. It had happened for the 
first time—quickly, almost violently, like 
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the sudden, threatening fury of the In- 
dian summer storm gathering in the Sep- 
tember sky. 

Susan was off chasing a butterfly 
around the grassy slope while Frank and 
I lay on a blanket under a great oak tree. 
No words had passed between us before 
we kissed, but our eyes met, asking and 
answering all unspoken questions, as we 
lay there in the great silence of the wil- 
derness. And when our lips touched, | 
could not tell whether the crashing sound 
in my ears was the thunder rolling 
through the clouds or the beating of my 
own heart. Our bodies were hot torches 
pressed against each other, and the kisses 
we took were deep and wondrous, full of 
anguish and desire. This was my answer 
to the long, hot summer days of antici- 
pation, the torrid, restless nights. This 
was what my need had been: a man’s 
hot mouth smothering mine; a man’s 
strong arms and hands caressing my 
body; a man’s love. And the lightning 
flashing through the skies was nothing 
like the electricity of our touch. 

It was Susan’s cry that broke the spell. 
“Mommy, Mommy!” she cried, running 
back to us. “It’s going to rain.” 

Frank immediately began to chatter 
with her while I scooped up the remains 
of our picnic and in ten minutes we were 
in the car and on our way home. Susan 
was full of life and gave Frank and | 
no chance to even mention what had 
happened between us in the woods. 

When we got to my place, I was sure 
Frank would come in, but instead he said 
he had to check on things at the gas sta- 
tion and would call me later. I took 
Susan inside and we took a bath and 
looked at television a while and then I 
put her to bed. Afterwards, I sat up a 
long while reading, but no call came 
from Frank. Why didn’t he phone? 
This was not like him, not keeping a 
promise. 

Finally I got up and undressed for 
bed. Just as I was about to turn out the 
light, the doorbell rang. No one would 
come at that hour but Frank. Quickly 
slipping on my silken white robe over 
my nightgown, I ran to the door. 

I wanted to throw myself into Frank’s 
arms as he walked in, but the pained ex- 
pression on his face halted me. 

“Frank, what happened? Why didn’t 
you call? You look awful,” I babbled. 

“We've got to talk, Alice,” Frank said 
nervously. “I stayed away, hoping to 
convince myself that I didn’t have to 































tell you. But it’s no good now. I love 
you too much not to tell you the truth, 
to save you from what hurt I can.” 

“What are you talking about, Frank?” 
I asked, taking his hand and leading him 
to the sofa. 

“Why do you think I’ve acted this way 
all these weeks, Alice, barely touching 
you, not even kissing you. Yet I came 
around every chance I could get. Why 
do you think I’ve acted this way?” 

“I—I don’t know,” I said, “unless 
you’ re—” I couldn’t finish. 

“Married?” Frank finished it for me. 
“You're right, I am married, legally any- 
way. And I’ve got a child, too; a boy 
about Susan’s age. I haven’t seen him 
in almost a year. You see, my wife, 
Della, called us incompatible, but she 
didn’t want a divorce, just a legal sep- 
aration. That way she can keep the 
status of a wife, which she enjoys, with- 


out the responsibilities of sharing her 
bed with a man, which she hates.” 

I looked at Frank, feeling anguish and 
bewilderment. 

“I guess she never did really like the 
sex part of marriage,” Frank went on. 
“Her mother had managed to do a pretty 
thorough job of convincing her that it 
was a nasty necessity of marriage. And 
getting pregnant didn’t help matters any. 
She was afraid of that, too. She didn’t 
have an easy time of the birth, to tell 
the truth, and I guess that was the last 
straw. After that, she was almost like 
a wild woman if I even tried to touch 
her when—you know. The rest of the 
time she was a perfectly normal woman, 
a good wife, and she even turned out to 
be a good mother. But the other thing 
got worse and worse until there was no 
way for us to live together, so she got the 
legal separa- (Continued on Page 70) 
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Sure Carl was a little odd, but that 
was no reason to suspect he'd rav- 
ished and killed those other girls 


a J Ls ae , ? 
»r that | was to be his next victim 





Killer! 





O NE MINUTE we were sitting at the 

breakfast table, Mom, Daddy and 
I—everything perfectly normal. Septem- 
ber sunshine poured through the win- 
dows to gleam on the canary yellow tile 
we'd installed that summer as our vaca- 
tion project. A slight breeze ruffled 
Mom’s new apple-green curtains, bring- 


ing fragrance from the garden to mingle 


with the warm rich smell of coffee. The 
little kitchen radio was playing Short- 
Shorts, and it was all I could do to keep 
Daddy from tuning it out. 

The next minute the whole world 
seemed to swing out of orbit. The music 
broke off in the middle of a phrase and 
we sat there stunned as the announcer 
said in a solemn voice: 

“We interrupt this program to bring 
you a late bulletin from the police de- 
partment. The nude, mutilated body of a 
girl, discovered about five o’clock this 
morning in a ravine near the intersection 
of Routes 51 and 26, has been identified 
as that of Alice Nathan. Her parents had 
notified police an hour earlier that Alice 
had not returned from a date with a 
young man identified as Puck Stevens. 
Young Stevens insisted he had left Alice 
at her door shortly after one o’clock, but 
a check of his parked car revealed traces 
of blood on seat covers and a door han- 
dle. He has been booked on charges of 
criminal assault and murder.” 

The music resumed, and I didn’t say a 
word when Daddy gave the dial a vicious 
twist to turn it off. We stared at each 
other, sick with horror at the unbeliev- 
able thing we had just heard. Alice was 
my very best friend! We’d been chums 
all through high school and started 
working in the same office on graduation 
last June. And we’d double-dated last 
night for the Legion dance at the Ar- 
mory! 

“Oh Nan!” Mom’s voice broke on a 
sob. “It could have been you!” 

I knew why she felt so panicked. Puck 
and I had been going steady all our 
senior year and most of the summer. The 
only reason we hadn’t dated each other 
last night was—well, we'd just become 
too crazy about each other. It wasn’t 
safe, not unless we were married. Puck 
figured he was going to get his greetings 
from Uncle Sam any day, and should 
wait until he’d done his Army stint. 

“It isn’t fair to tie you down then go 
off and leave you,” he’d said, grinning. 
He had the kind of face our freshman 
English teacher (Continued on Page 74) 
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He was weak and I was strong, but my love gave 
him strength; all the strength he needed to do 
all the things I wanted . . . as long as he lived 


I SAT ON THE EDGE of the seat in the taxi, so excited I could hardly keep still, 
and it seemed as if the driver was just creeping along. 

“Please, can’t you go a little faster,” I finally said, agitatedly, “I’m in a hurry.” 

“I’m going as fast as I can in this traffic, lady,” he said shortly. 

Looking out the window, I realized that he was right, but I was so anxious to get 
back to the apartment house and tell Tommy the good news, that I think I could 
have run faster than this taxi was going. | sat back against the seat and tried to relax. 

Yes, I could relax, now. It was all over, and Tommy had won first prize in the 
competition. I had just left the Nelson Galleries on 43rd Street, and the words of 
praise and congratulations were still ringing in my ears. I still couldn’t understand 
why Tommy hadn’t been at the opening. He had suggested that I go directly from 
my office, and he would meet me there. I could tell that the judges, critics and other 
newspaper people thought that his absence was rather strange. I’d called his apart- 
ment, and he wasn’t there. Oh, well, Tommy was rather exasperating with his temper- 
amental ways, sometimes. But he had won! That was the important thing. In my 
purse, I carried the precious certificate of first prize award, and the check for 
$1,500 made out to Tom Andrews. 

Back at the exhibit, the lovely “first prize” ribbon was pinned just below 
Tommy’s painting of me which was entitled, “Yvonne-Regina.” At first I’d been 
reluctant to pose for the picture because I’m certainly no beauty, but Tommy had 
insisted that my high cheekbones, and certain facial bone structure, showed great 
strength of character. So, I’d agreed. This evening, however, was the first time 
I'd seen the painting because Tommy hadn’t wanted me to look at it until it was 
completed. It had not been quite what I’d expected—I had shuddered and turned 
away, repelled, when I first saw it. There was an almost terrible strength and 
power in the eyes and face, and I’d heard several of the critics say the same thing. 
I was a little frightened, and wondered if I really looked like that to Tommy. 

However, the judges had unanimously, and grudgingly, agreed that Tommy’s 
work was the best in the competition. Oh, Tommy would be so happy! 

Where in the world was he, | thought. Why hadn’t he come? What did it mat- 
ter if the portrait was a little harsh—Tommy had won first prize! That was the 
thing. 

Riding south along the narrowing streets toward the Village in the lovely, velvet 
magic of an early summer evening in New York, I thought, for the first time in a 
long time, of my own desire to draw, to paint, to be an artist. Ever since I could 
remember, I’d always wanted to paint pictures, mix pretty colors. When my sister 
was playing with paper dolls, I was drawing them. My parents were indulgent, and 
full of praise at first, but when it seemed that “this foolishness” was going to con- 
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tinue on through high school, and be- 
yond, then they very firmly curbed my 
wish to become an artist, and en- 
couraged me to take a business course, 
after high school. 

“You know, Yvonne,” Mother said, so 
frequently I knew it by heart, “you can 
always paint as a hobby, and make love- 
ly things for your home, when you're 
married 

But, Mother,” I had said in the be- 
“I want to do something with 
my painting. There are girl artists, you 
know. I could go to New York and—” 

At this point, the faint smile of in- 
dulgence would change, and mother’s 
eyebrows would lift as if I’d said that I 
to Mars. After all, Charleston 


ginning 


could go 


that far from New York. But 


wasn t 

there was no way to make them under- 
stand. So, after awhile I didn’t talk 
about it any more, and I found myself 
really quite satisfied with the two-year 
business course, majoring in bookkeep- 


ing. Mother and Dad felt that this was 


must grab at this chance. 

“I'd earn more money in a larger city, 
Mother,” I mentioned, as one of my 
reasons, “and I’d have a chance to meet 
more people, and take some courses at 
one of the colleges right there in the 
city. Besides, Patty would like to have 
me share her apartment, and I don’t 
know when I'll get another chance like 
this, and—” 

Mother laughed. “Wait a minute, wait 
a minute!” she said. “Your father and 
I have felt, ever since Patty was here, 
that you would want to go. I’ve per- 
suaded him that you should have your 
chance, too. You’ve proved you are a 
sensible girl, and I think Patty is, too.” 

I had more arguments all prepared, 
and was a little surprised at how quickly 
Mother agreed. 

“Oh, Mother,” I cried, “you’re just 
wonderful! And I won’t be far away. 
Pll come home for vacations and holi- 
days. Besides, it won’t be forever.” 

I was bubbling over with happiness 


There must be a name for people like me 


oe people whose blind greed causes them 
to destroy what they love most 





such a solid accomplishment, and they 
were happier than I was when I was 
hired as assistant bookkeeper at Grimm’s 
Department Store. 

I never forgot my dream of going to 
New York, though, and when a touring 


road show was stranded in our town, I 


just thrilled when Mother said that 


was 
two of the girls could stay at our house 
for the 1 ight. One of the girls, Patty 
Jones, was very nice, and just a little 
older than I. She had so many interest- 
ing things to tell, and I begged her to 


write while she was on the road, and 


after she returned to New York. To my 
happy surprise, she did, and slowly I 
began to hope that perhaps the New 
York part of my dream could come true. 

| had worked at Grimm’s for almost a 
year, and had saved most of my salary. I 
had everything all planned before I even 
talked to Mother and Dad. My sister 


Marie was away at Teachers’ College, and 


I knew they wouldn’t want me to go, but 
when Patty wrote me that her roommate 
was leaving to get married, I knew I 
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and plans for the future, and I think the 
quickest I ever wrote a letter was that 
one to Patty, telling her I would be able 
to come. During the week just before 
going away, I was absolutely floating on 
air. Every once in a while I’d pinch my- 
self to see if it was really happening, 
if it wasn’t just a dream. 


M* PARENTS were unhappy to see 

me go, but I think they felt that, 
since I’d given up painting, my first 
love, I should have something. Finally, 
it was time for me to go. Even the train 
ride was exciting, and I was over- 
whelmed by Grand Central Station. As 
I sat in the huge waiting room, | didn’t 
see how Patty would ever find me, but 
amazingly, she did. I’d been waiting only 
a few minutes when she walked up, look- 
ing all calm and sure of herself, and not 
lost at all. 

“Patty!” I cried out, jumping up from 
my seat and so happy to see a familiar 
face. 

“I’m so glad to see you, Yvonne,” 





she said, giving me a quick hug. “Let’s 
go get a taxi, and we'll show you where 
you live.” 

Patty had said she hoped I wouldn’t 
be disappointed, and I wasn’t. I enjoyed 
the sights on the ride down to the Vil- 
lage, and when the driver finally stopped 
in front of the old brownstone house that 
had been converted into an apartment 
building, it was just like I’d dreamed it 
would be. I felt suddenly warm and 
happy—tike I’d been here before, like 
I belonged here. 

“Oh, Patty, it’s wonderful,” I ex- 
claimed. “I know I’m going to love 
being here.” 

“I’m glad; Yvonne,” Patty said, “but 
wait ‘til you meet some of the kookie 
tenants. Oh, oh—here comes one now. 
This is Tommy Andrews. He’s an 
artist.” 

We were standing in the hallway now, 
and a young man had just come out of a 
door marked 1C. He looked awfully 
young and, well, unartistic, to be an 
artist, | thought. Quiet looking, very 
sober dress, eyeglasses—not my idea of 
the flashy artist. Then Patty was intro- 
ducing us, and I was smiling, shaking 
hands, responding to the low voice, the 
gentle pressure of his personality. 

“Yvonne,” he was saying, “pretty 
name for a pretty girl.” 

“Oh, but Mr. Andrews,” I said, con- 
fused and trying to withdraw my hand 
which he still held, “I’m not at all 
pretty.” ; 

“Tommy,” he corrected me, chuckling 
slightly as he released my hand, “and 
suppose you let me be the judge. I'd like 
to have you sit for me, sometimes.” 

With that, he was abruptly gone. | 
stood there rooted to the spot. Too much 
was happening at once. I'd just got here, 
now an artist wanted to paint my pic- 
ture! 

“Come on,” Patty said, laughing at 
my open-mouthed amazement, and pick- 
ing up one of my bags, “let’s go up- 
stairs and have a look at 2C. Don’t pay 
any attention to Tommy. He’s pretty 
good, though, and if he wants you to sit 
for him, you can be sure you’ve really 
got something, kiddo.” 

In a daze, | picked up my overnight 
case and followed Patty upstairs to the 
apartment. 


— WAS MY introduction to my 
life in the big city. Finding a job as 
a bookkeeper was easy. The employ- 
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ment agency sent me to an import-export 
house in mid-town Manhattan, where I 
began working at a salary that seemed 
to me, after Charleston, absolutely fab- 
ulous. I wrote glowing letters to Mother 
and Dad, describing everything that had 
happened to me. It all seemed to me too 
wonderful to be really true. I’d read of 
the trials and hardships of girls going 
to the big city, and it didn’t seem fair 
or right that I had everything so lucky. 


I realized how grateful I should be 
to my parents, to Patty, to Williamson- 
Franklin Import-Export Corp., but after 
the first several weeks, I began to feel 
bored, a kind of emptiness or lack, like 
something was missing somewhere. The 
daily routine at the office, the long sub- 
way ride back and forth, preparing and 
eating dinner alone in our small apart- 
ment—Patty was in a new play, and re- 
hearsals were odd hours—seemed not 
quite the answer. Was it for this that I 
came so far away from home? Was 
this what I’d looked forward to so long- 
ingly? I guess I was just plain home- 
sick, the day I came in from the office 
and ran into Tommy in the hall. 

“Hi, Yvonne,” he said, shyly. 

“Hello, Tommy,” I said. I had long 
since learned that his usually abrupt 
manner really covered a painfully shy 
and self-conscious Tommy Andrews. 

“Look,” he was saying, “I’m glad I 
ran into you, because there’s something 
I wanted to ask you about. Can you 
come into the studio for a minute?” 

“Why, of 
smiling. 

I had been with Patty to see Tommy’s 
studio, and had admired his paintings. 
Privately, Patty thought he was only a 
mediocre artist, but I had found wonder- 
ful sensitivity and depth of feeling in 
some of his work. Now, as we went into 
the apartment, I felt again that same awe 
in the presence of creative ability. 


course,” I answered, 


Tommy’s apartment was small, pretty 
much the size of ours, and of course most 
of it was his studio. The huge windows 
at the front, and the way Tommy had 
his easel and canvas arranged, made it 
seem just like I’d always dreamed an 
artist’s studio would be. He walked over 
to a small desk and picked up a letter. 

“I should have asked you about this 
before,” he said. “This is an announce- 
ment of the Annual Artists Exhibition, 
sponsored by the Nelson Galleries. | 


really hadn’t planned to enter it, until I 
saw you. In fact, it might be too late 
now. But I just thought—that is, if you 
would be willing to sit for me, I think 
I might give it a try.” 

“Why, of course, I would, Tommy,” 
I said, feeling all aglow inside, but sort 
of humble. “If you really think I would 
do? If you really want me—” 

“Of course I do,” he said, happily. 
“I’ve got it all planned. I see every de- 
tail in my mind.” 

“Well, all right, then.” I was still un- 
certain, and really didn’t feel I was por- 
trait-type material. Why, Patty was 
much prettier than I. 

Tommy, however, was moving around, 
doing things, explaining and a little ex- 
cited. I was beginning to be excited, 
myself, somehow or other catching the 
fever. 

“I want you to sit in this large chair, 
here,” he said, indicating the one right 
across from the easel. “Here, wait. Let’s 
try this beige velvet coverlet as a back- 
drop. This will be a perfect foil for 
your skin coloring.” 

I sat in the straight, highbacked arm- 
chair, as he indicated, feeling a strange 
glow, and an immense pride in my 
smooth tan complexion and even fea- 
tures. Since I wasn’t beautiful, I’d do 
my best to look regal, if that was what 
Tommy wanted. I giggled at the 
thought, but quickly became serious 
again. 

“Is this right?” I asked. 

Tommy had been arranging lights, 
and now he had gone back to his stand, 
to determine the effect. He didn’t say 
anything for a moment, then, softly, 
“That’s fine. That’s just fine. Now sit 
tall. That’s right. And put your arms 
on the arm rests. Lift your chin a little 
higher.” 


“Goodness, Tommy,” I said, “you’re 
making me feel like a queen.” 

“My dear,” he answered, “I only wish 
you could see yourself. You look like a 
queen. That white silk blouse you’re 
wearing is perfect, and the single strand 
of pearls— Just sit there, just like you 
are. Don’t move.” 


WAS TO HEAR thost last two words 
so many times, that they semed to 
become a part of me. They were the sig- 
nal to enter another world, a world of 
stillness and quiet, where you were al- 
most afraid to breathe. Tommy was in- 


tense, serious at his work. He explained 
to me in the beginning how he would do 
the original sketches, then the finished 
painting in oils. But when he was work- 
ing, he didn’t talk. Also, there was one 
other small whim of his: I couldn’t see 
the canvas until he had completed the 
work. No amount of begging and cajol- 
ery could change his mind about this. 

That first evening, I shall always re- 
member. I sat there for hours, it seemed, 
spellbound, I forgot I hadn’t eaten din- 
ner, I paid no attention to the cramps in 
my muscles, as | stiffly held the position 
Tommy wanted. 

When he finally put down the drawing 
pencils and said, “That’s it for now,” I 
didn’t even move. He looked up and 
smiled, that slightly crooked grin that 
you so rarely saw. 

“You can relax, Yvonne,” he said, 
“That’s it for now.” 

I slowly turned my head from side 
to side, trying to ease my aching neck 
muscles. 

“Gee,” I said, “I was beginning to 
feel like I was made of stone.” 

Tommy was all apologies, then. “I’m 
afraid I got carried away,” he said, con- 
tritely. “I’m a little tired, myself. There 
are a few tricks to sitting so that your 
body is relaxed, even though you're 
holding a pose. I'll show you tomorrow. 
Will you be able to sit tomorrow?” 

“Sure, Tommy,” I said, smiling, “but 
I think tomorrow I will wait until after 
dinner.” 

“You must forgive me,” he apolo- 
gized. “Sometimes when I’m painting 
I forget about food. Let’s go around 
the corner to Luigi’s and have steaks, or 
something.” 

“Wonderful!” I exclaimed, my energy 
renewed already. 

Luigi’s was just one of the oddities of 
the village that I’d had to get used to— 
Italian name, Italian owners, a really 
continental atmosphere, but the menu 
featured the finest of American dishes— 
anything you’d want, except spaghetti. 
I'd ask Patty about it, when we first went 
there, and she shrugged and said that 
was the way Luigi wanted it. 

So Tommy and I were off to Luigi’s 
for a late dinner. Over delicious steaks, 
with Luigi’s famous salad, we talked 
about the annual competition. 

“I entered a couple of years ago,” 
Tommy said, “but didn’t place. I really 
don’t think I’m (Continued on Page 66) 
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Our Mother 


| hwnd ANY GIRL in High would have 

jumped at the chance of having a date 
with Mike Brenner. Tall, husky-shouldered, 
with eyes as black as coals, he was captain 
of the football team and president of his 
senior class. I’d been carrying a torch for 
him ever since the time he’d helped me pick 
up some books I’d dropped outside assembly, 
but I was only a junior, so I never really 
thought I had a chance until the day he asked 
me to go steady. 

Since then his jalopy almost knew the way 
out from town to our place by heart for all 
the times Mike had driven out. Most all the 
money Mike earned helping out at his father’s 
gas station after school went to keep his old 
car running, so most of the times he just took 
me riding on our dates. But just being with 
him, hearing his husky, deep voice was enough 
to keep my heart dancing. Mike was always 
so full of ready laughter too, so easy going. 
Anything I said or did was okay with him. 
That’s why I was so stunned now, for I’d 
waited anxiously all afternoon to tell him 
about my trouble, and tonight, soon as I’d 
seen his car lights head onto our road, I’d 
run out to meet him. 

But instead of the sympathy and understand- 
ing I’d expected, Mike told me bluntly: “I 
think you’re dead wrong kicking up such a 
storm because your father wants to get mar- 
ried again, Amy. Miss Fielding seemed pretty 
swell to me. Anyway it isn’t really your busi- 
ness, and it sure would be a break for us.” 

“Maybe I’m a square, but I fail to see how,” 
I said icily, fighting to keep my shock and 
hurt back. 

“Well, we’d be freer. Like tonight. I’ve 
saved enough to blow us to a show and maybe 
a pizza only you got to take care of your 
brother and sister because your father went 
out.” 

I caught my breath hard. “Maybe you think 
I should go and leave them alone.” 

“Heck no. I just wanted to show you how 
really tied down you are. And you work so 
hard around the house sometimes you're too 
tired to have fun, like the time we stayed 
home when. the gang went to the Fair.” 

I just couldn’t believe Mike was talking like 
this. “If. you wanted to go to the Fair so bad 
why didn’t you?” (Continued on Page 57) 


I was as handy as any adult 
around the house. 

I could cook, I could we, 
I could take care 

of the kids. 

We didn’t need any new 
woman coming in, 

trying to take over, 

I didn’t care how 

nice she pretended 

to be 

or what Daddy said. 

And what’s more, 


I had the kids 


on my side 
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it we were worlds apart 


'HE late show ended I turned 
ision off. It was midnight 
go to work the next day, 

d going off to bed by myself. 

hs of lonely evenings you’d 
used to it. It was routine 
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didn’t bother to kiss me 
nore. 

bowling ball and 


your 


shoes?” I asked out of meanness one 
night. 

Exasperation flicked across Harry’s 
face. “I’ve told you Shirley, I leave them 
in a locker at the alley. Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight, pal,” I answered sarcas- 
tically. 

For awhile I’d be just plain mad and 
glad he was gone. Then as it grew later 
I'd feel lonely, and by bedtime I’d be 
heartsick and feeling sorry for myself 
and probably cry myself to sleep. 

I didn’t even know what had gone 
wrong with my marriage. Harry and | 
had been so in love when we married, 
and now only two years later nothing 
was right with us. Harry had changed 
so. Up until about a year ago he had 
been sweet, loving, and gay. He was 
easy going and friendly and people liked 
him right off. I was attracted to him 
from the moment I looked into his brown 
eyes as we were being introduced at 
Trina Parker’s wedding reception, and 





Harry couldn’t see the need for a house. “Our 
family hasn’t grown any,” he said drily. I knew 
what he meant, but I wasn’t ready for that yet. 
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inder control. Love can be 
nding. 

were married, and rented a 
three-room apartment. I quit 
ke Harry wanted and became 


It was such fun. I fussed 


tains, and re-arranging the fur- 


e apartment had only the bar- 
ities, but when I added some 
ick-knacks it became quite at- 


Harry wanted to help but I wouldn’t 
let him do a thing. I even painted the 
kitchen myself, but none of it seemed 
like work because I enjoyed doing it. 
When everything was to my liking, | 
turned my attention to cooking. This 
was a new field for me and | had to 
study my new cook book carefully for 
everything I cooked or baked. 

Harry was very pleased with the re- 
sults. “Gosh, honey, I didn’t realize what 
a prize I was getting,” he teased. “Here 
I married you for your beauty, and find 
I also got me a first-rate interior deco- 
rator plus a whiz of a cook!” I flushed 
happily and handed him a second help- 
ing of my pineapple upside down cake. 

Harry began inviting his friends to 
drop in and he beamed proudly when 
they complimented us on our attractive 
place. I never enjoyed company much 
though. I tried to be friendly and always 
offered coffee and cake or something, 
but I couldn’t make small talk. The girls’ 
conversation consisted mostly of clothes, 
or hair dyes, or babies—things that 
didn’t interest me. My home and hus- 
band were all that mattered to me, and 
of course I couldn’t begin to discuss how 
much I loved them with strangers. We 
repaid the visits and most of the couples 
came back, but I knew it was Harry 
they liked. 

When we had been married about a 
year a wonderful windfall came our way. 
We had a chance to buy a house with 
very little down. I was wild with joy. 
“It’s a great opportunity,” I bubbled, 
“and the house is perfect for us. There’s 
two bedrooms, a good-sized living room, 
and the kitchen is a dream. | love a big 
kitchen. Oh, it will be wonderful to get 
out of this cramped two by four.” 


Harry’s face darkened in a frown. “I 
didn’t know you felt that way about this 
place. I thought you were happy here.” 

“Oh, I was,” I told him. “But we’ve 
outgrown this apartment.” I waved my 
hand disdainfully at the small room. 

“Our family hasn’t grown any in the 
last year,” Harry reminded me. “There’s 
still just the two of us.” 

I flushed. It wasn’t the first time Har- 
ry had tossed his not so subtle hints my 
way. I seized on the suggestion. “Sure, 
but you never know when we'll need a 
bigger place. We should be thinking of 
the future.” 

Harry wasn’t easily convinced that we 
should buy the house, but I wanted a 
place that would be our own so bad that 
I kept at him day and night until he 
gave in. One of his arguments was that 
we would have to buy furniture and he 
didn’t think we could afford it. When 
he finally agreed to buy the house, he 
suggested that we purchase second hand 
furniture. That created another disagree- 
ment between us, as I wanted new things. 
“Tl go to work and make the payments 
with my wages,” I promised winding my 
arms around his neck. “Please Harry, 
it means so much to me to have the 
things I’ve dreamed about.” 

My husband sighed dejectedly. “Gosh 
honey, I guess I’m just a failure as a 
husband. | want to give you all the nice 
things you deserve. If you’d just be pa- 
tient and wait awhile we'll get the fur- 
niture you want.” 

I stroked his head lovingly. “I know, 
Harry, and you’re not a failure. But why 
should we wait when I can work now and 
help?” I was determined to have my 
way, and finally Harry went along with 
my plans. True to my promise I went 
right out and got myself a job—in a toy 
factory. This was their busy season and 
there would probably be some Saturday 
work for awhile, which meant overtime 


pay. 


T WAS a proud day for me when we 

moved into our new home. There was 
a lot of work ahead of us but I welcomed 
it. Selecting the furniture was trying at 
first because Harry kept suggesting 
pieces that wouldn’t fit in with what I 
had in mind, and I'd have to be tactful 
in showing him that he was wrong. Fi- 
nally he said he trusted my judgment 
and to go ahead and get what I thought 
best. 

The house needed little done to it but 
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the yard had been neglected. Since we 
both worked we had only weekends and 
sometimes I had to work Saturdays. I’d 
leave a list of chores for Harry to do 
and he did fine the first couple of Satur- 
days alone, but then he began dogging 
off. “A couple of the fellows dropped 
by,” he’d say, “and I made coffee and 
we sat around and shot the breeze 
awhile.” 

“So I see,” I'd say grimly as I wiped 
up coffee stains and emptied overflowing 
ashtrays. After awhile he didn’t do any- 
thing unless I was right there driving 
him. 

One night Chad Jackson and his girl, 
Lola, dropped by. From their conversa- 
tion I gathered that they had been seeing 
Harry at the bowling alley on recent Sat- 
urday afternoons. It made my blood 
boil to know that he was out playing 


” 


‘atound while I worked to pay for the 


furniture. Another thing, at Harry’s sug- 
gestion, I served them beer and potato 
chips: with a dip, and I just knew what 


no more.overtime. Of course the extra 
money had been nice—I had been using 
most of my salary on furniture payments 
—but I enjoyed having more time at 
home. Harry wanted to be on the go 
however. He couldn’t just sit down re- 
laxed and enjoy our home like I could. 
He liked to bowl, and go to baseball 
games, and I didn’t so he went with 
Chad or one of the fellows he worked 
with. I could always find something to 
do. Harry said I worked too hard at 
home, but I enjoyed polishing and 
straightening and it didn’t tire me. 

My home was my dream come true. 
The lonely, poverty-stricken years when 
I was growing up had been worth it, I 
often thought as I looked about my com- 
fortable living room. I ran my hand 
over the shiny coffee table and glanced 
at the rug. The beer hadn’t stained it 
of course—to be honest I knew it 
wouldn’t. I didn’t like to have people 
coming to the house, though. Things 
got disarranged, or broken, or just 


It was happening to us like it happens 


to thousands of other couples: we 
were falling out of love, little by little 


would happen. Sure enough! Lola spilled 
beer on my coffee table. I gasped when 
the liquid dripped on my lovely rug, and 
Harry gave me a warning frown. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Lola apologized 
weakly. “Here, let me help.” She reached 
for my wiping cloth. 

Shrugging her off I wiped furiously. 
“T only hope it doesn’t stain.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” Harry said. 
“Those things happen. You can’t expect 
to keep things perfect.” 

I gave him a dirty look and set my 
mouth in a straight line. Chad and Lola 
left soon. 

Harry and I had an argument that 
night. I complained about him going 
to the bowling alley, and he accused me 
of being rude to his friends. When we 
went to bed we lay with our backs to 
each other—for awhile. Soon I began 
to sniff and Harry asked what was 
wrong. “You don’t love me,” I wept. 
Harry took me in his arms. 


I WAS GLAD when the busy season 


was over at the plant and there was 





soiled. It wasn’t the work. I just couldn’t 
bear to have anyone touch my beautiful 
things. Even Harry. Sometimes I had 
to grit my teeth to keep from yelling at 
him when he tracked my kitchen floor 
or kicked up a throw rug. Sometimes 
he told me that I made him nervous al- 
ways picking up after him. 

We were doing pretty good keeping 
our bills paid just like 1 had assured 
Harry that we would if I helped. Then 
he bought another car, and I just about 
flipped. He had been hinting that we 
needed a different car as the old one 
would need repairs that would be costly, 
but I hadn’t thought he meant right 
away. 

“Isn’t it a beaut, honey?” he asked 
happily as we circled the green converti- 
ble parked in the driveway. 

“Harry, how are we going to pay 
for it?” 

His grin vanished. “Is that all you can 
say? Don’t worry, we'll pay for it. We 
need this car. It’s just what I’ve always 
wanted too.” 

“But Harry .. .” 


“Listen,” he snapped, “You've got 
what you wanted, now I’m getting some- 
thing I want for a change.” 

His words cut deep and really hurt. I 
didn’t quite understand—I thought Har- 
ry and I wanted the same things. Tears 
sprang to my eyes, and I turned away 
without another word. If only I could 
talk to Harry, show him how important 
it was to me that we pay off the furni- 
ture so it would all be our very own. But 
I didn’t know how to talk things out— 
not with anyone. 

The car was only the beginning. Next 
it was a new bowling ball, then a com- 
plete fishing outfit, a movie camera, and 
then an expensive hi-fi set. The cabinet 
of the hi-fi didn’t go with our furniture 
at all, and it stuck out like a sore thumb 
in our living room. Harry spent money 
that we couldn’t afford, and then began 
charging more and more things. I did 
voice my objections but he brushed my 
complaints aside airily. He began going 
out evenings more and more, bowling, 
he said, and then stopping off for “a few 
beers.” 

One night Chad and Lola stopped by 
for Harry and as they were leaving Lola 
asked, “Why don’t you come along, 
Shirley?” 

Before I could answer Harry snapped, 
“Never mind, Lola. Shirley would rather 
stay home and polish her ever-lovin’ 
tables.” 

Lola’s eyebrows raised quizzically, she 
shrugged, and went out the door with 
the fellows. Mortified, I dropped into a 
chair. What a mean thing for Harry to 
say! Just because I didn’t care to hang 
around the bowling alley or a tavern was 
no excuse for Harry to belittle me in 
front of people. 

So I became used to lonely evenings 
and my home seemed too quiet and cold 
without my husband sharing it with me. 
Even in bed I’d just lay there worrying 
about bills. It looked like I’d have to 
work for a long time to come if we were 
to keep our heads above water. I didn’t 
know what had come over Harry, but he 
certainly had changed from the lovable 
boy I had married. It seemed as if we 
were always fighting each other. 


(THEN one morning I had no more 

than swallowed my breakfast until I 
was in the bathroom tossing it all up. 
Afterwards, I was weak and woozy but 
I dragged myself off to work anyway 
hoping I would (Continued on Page 54) 
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There were too many nights when Joey 

left. me alone, too many times when 

Johnny and I gave in to the hunger that 
drove us into each other’s arms. 
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There were so many things wrong with our 


marriage—too much debt, too much hate, too much 


unfulfilled desire. But none of them were as wrong 
as the terrible thing I did, the thing no husband 


could ever be asked to forgive 


WAS JUST SEVENTEEN when I ran off and married 
Joey Allen. He was only eighteen himself, but I didn’t 
realize how much of a kid he was until it was too late. Any- 
way during that first spring, when we moved up to Detroit, 
just being away from home was enough to satisfy me. And 
with Joey working steady we had plenty of money. At least 
we thought we did and we went ahead and bought a new 
car on credit. We started buying some furniture and a tele- 
vision set the same way. Then early in May Joey got laid off. 
With no savings and only Joey’s unemployment check to 
go on we got behind in everything. By summer we owed for 
| rent and groceries. Our furniture was repossessed and, in 
© the end, we only hung onto our car by going back to Auburn. 
That was still home to us and, although I couldn’t expect 
> any help from my family, Joey’s older brother, Johnny, gave 
us a place to live. He owned a service station on the high- 
| way just-outside of town and, along with it, he operated a 
| small tourist court. There were just six little housekeeping 
_ cabins and usually, during the summers, Johnny rented them 
"to fishermen who came to fish Big Keego Lake. With a 
| mortgage to pay off on the property, Johnny needed the 
| money but Joey and | didn’t pay any rent. We were sup- 
posed to help with the place, but almost from the very be- 

) ginning Joey went out of his way to make trouble. 

He said he hated having to take anything but, at the same 
| time, he resented doing anything to make up for what John- 
| ny was giving us. He got mad when Johnny asked me to do 
| the cleaning in the cabins. According to Joey, Johnny was 
| just trying to insult us. But Joey sulked about working in the 

B station too. If I was even pleasant to Johnny, Joey got 


nasty and finally, when we got to fighting that last hot Satur- 
day night in July, I was really fed up with the way Joey was 
acting. I was sick of having him whine about the mess we'd 
got into and, cooped up with him in the sweltering heat of 
the tiny kitchen, I felt like throwing his supper at him. 

But Joey wouldn’t listen to me when I told him to stop 
acting like a spoiled kid. Instead he told me he wasn’t going 
to thank Johnny for anything. “Johnny makes a big thing 
out of doing something,” Joey yelled. “But when our old 
man died, Johnny got the insurance money. | don’t owe 
him a thing. You hear me, Lorraine? I’m just as good as 
Johnny.” 

By then we were both spitting mad. The heat and the 
steamy smell of boiled potatoes and hot hamburgers didn’t 
help either. In the glare of the light that hung over the 
little old-fashioned sink, the boxy kitchen was jammed with 
the raw pound of Joey’s voice. I felt smothered. The back 
of my neck ached. My yellow cotton sun dress was damp 
with perspiration, sticking against my bare legs. And, to 
make matters worse, when I carried Joey’s plate to the table, 
he started in on me because I didn’t have anything on under 
the dress. 

“For Pete’s sake, Lorrie,” he yelled. “If I can see through 
that dress so can everybody else.” 

He kept on, staring up at me, saying maybe that was 
what I wanted and, all at once, I stopped caring about any- 
thing. My eyes blurred, burning with hot tears and | 
screamed back at Joey. Crazily, my voice jagged, shrill in 
my throat, I called him a big kid. “You'll never grow up 
and act like a man,” I yelled. (Continued on Page 52) 
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I heard his insane words crashing tn- 
to my mind as 1 cowered on the cold 
dampness uf the dirt.floor. Pa loomed 
over me, his face contorted with rage. 


Men and trouble—both words meant the same 
thing to me. How else could it be when all they 
had ever done was hurt me, one way or the other? 


OW, KNOWING HOW I’VE smashed the good out of 
Tony’s life, it sounds small to say all us kids were 
scared of Pa. It was true though and it was worse for me 
because I was the only girl. Besides, after my brother, Joe, 
left, I was the one who had to stay on the place and take 
care of Ronnie and Mama. 

_ At that time, I was only thirteen, thin with big frightened 
eyes and long straight hair that Mama kept chopped off 
at my shoulders. But, young as I was, I was old enough to 
remember the sick bitterness of that last terrible day when 

Pa told Joe he could either do as he was told or get off 


the place. 


Joe was just seventeen then and, even though he wasn’t 
big and heavy like Pa, he’d always worked right along with 
‘Pa, plowing, cultivating, making hay in the heat of the 
Michigan summers, milking, feeding the stock and fixing 

ences in the long cold winters. For as long as I could 
Temember, he’d done the work of a man but he was just 
4% hurt kid, kneeling in the hot sand, after Pa had hit him 
across the mouth that day. 

Shivering, with tears glittering on his cheeks, a trickle 

blood running down the corner of his mouth, he didn’t 

want me to help him. “It wouldn’t do any good, Jeanie,” 
he whispered. He got up then, wiping the blood from his 


mouth. Without looking at me, he said, “I’m sorry for you 
and Mama and Ronnie but it ain’t goin’ to help for me to 
stay. I couldn’t do anything but fight him now.” 

Joe meant it, too, and that next morning, when | woke 
up, he was gone. Pa wouldn’t believe it at first but as the 
days passed and there was no word from Joe, he started 
taking his bitterness out on me. He’d got it in his head that 
I'd put Joe up to running away and nothing I could say 
made any difference to him. 

All that time, Mama was too weak to help me. Ever since 
she'd had her stroke, she’d been bedridden, partly paralyzed 
and, with her down, I had all of the work of the house on 


my shoulders. Besides, at that time, Ronnie was only six 
and I had him to look after too. 

I know that sometimes, during those next two years, I 
thought there was nothing in the world but work. Pa didn’t 
get any better either. Seeing me beginning to fill out, he 
talked like all I wanted to do was get into trouble and, I 
guess, all that kept me going was the occasional word I got 
from Joe. He didn’t try writing to me but he did keep in 
touch with his best friend, Tony Marvis. 

Tony lived in Torhead but every Saturday, when I walked 
to town, I managed to see him so I could ask about Joe. 
All that time, I knew I was just a kid to Tony. He was 
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loe’s age and, even when he was being 
nice to me, I felt he was just sorry for 
me. Besides, I didn’t dare get to really 
know him because Pa would have just 
about killed me for seeing one of Joe’s 
friends 

In fact, Pa took a kind of bitter pleas- 
ure in forcing me into loneliness and 
keeping me shut away from kids my own 
age. He was always talking to me about 
being ungrateful and I don’t think | 


would have got mixed up with Mitchell 
Case if Pa hadn’t just about made me 
feel, just like Joe had felt, that there 
wasn't any good left in the world. 


I'd known Mitch a little all of my life 
but, up until that day he came out to 
our place, I’d never really thought about 
him. In the first place, Mitch was mar- 
ried and, besides, he was twenty six 


while I was still only fifteen. He was a 
tall, good-looking man though, easy go- 
ing with a quick smile and deep dark 
eyes. His father was in politics and Mitch 
generally had some kind of a little polit- 


ical job. The day he came out to the 
house, he was doing a water survey for 
the county. 

Pa had never had any use for Mitch 


and he didn’t waste much time on him 


that hot August afternoon when Mitch 
started asking questions about our water 
supply. As far as Pa was concerned, it 
was a waste of time and, after talking 
to Mitch for a few minutes, he yelled 


for me. He stood there at the foot of 
the steps until I got to the kitchen door 
and then, cocking his thumb toward me, 
he said, “I got better things to do than 
talking about well water but, if you got 
to fill out them papers, you can talk to 
Jeanie 

Mitch nodded, waiting at the foot of 
the steps with one foot on the ground 
and the other on the first step. He was 
a white shirt with the collar 
open and a little breath of hot breeze 
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wearing 


was catching in his dark hair. As his 
eyes came up, suddenly holding me, a 
little shiver ran over me and, for that 
instant, all I was seeing was the flutter 
of the white shirt, the wind turning a 
stray dark lock of his hair. 

Somehow, I felt Mitch was doing 
something to me, almost touching me as 
he traced the slender lines of my body 
in his eyes. A part of me was knowing 
that I was bathed in perspiration, my 
face wet. I’d been working in the kitchen 
in my bare feet because the humid heat 
had been like a blanket, but, seeing 
Mitch watching, knowing the old sleeve- 
less grey cotton dress | was wearing was 
sticking to my hips and my breasts, | 
felt stripped in his eyes. Against my tan 
leg, I felt the breeze tugging at the 
hem of my dress, and all at once | was 
crazily conscious of myself. A little hun- 
gry pain flowed in with the beat of 
my heart and a kind of empty wanting 
seemed to drain the strength out of me. 
I stood there, feeling Mitch was looking 
right through my dress, but it was all 
I could do to move, to break the sud- 
den knowing that lay between us. 

Shakily, I heard myself saying I’d be 
glad to help him. I put the words be- 
tween us, trying to escape the free sweep 
of emotion that tingled through me but 
Mitch just said, “There’s no hurry. 
Jeanie.” He watched me as | sat down 
on the top step and then, as | turned 
my head toward him, our eyes met. 

From a long way off I heard him say, 
“It’s been a long time, Jeanie. You've 
changed a lot.” 

I didn’t say anything. I felt as if the 
whole of my soul had crowded into my 
eyes. Without even understanding what 
I wanted, I was there and Mitch was 
seeing me. I knew it. Helplessly, know- 
ing the sudden shock of his eyes had 
torn a door open inside of me, | turned 
my head, trying to talk about Pa and 
the things that Mitch had to know about 
the water supply. 

But Mitch didn’t want to bother with 
his water survey. He sat down on the 
steps below me, his arm brushing against 
my leg and the knowing, the naked raw- 
ness of what we’d seen in each others 
eyes, making the touch burn deep into 
my skin. It was a feeling I'd never 
known and I only half heard Mitch as 
he talked about me, asking me if there 
weren’t a lot of boys coming around to 
see me. 

“You ought to know Pa better than 


that.” I said. “Besides,” 1 added, “I 
got Mama and Ronnie to watch so it 
wouldn’t matter anyway.” 

It was crazy sitting there, talking to 
Mitch. In a way. I knew what he was 
thinking no matter what he said, but 
it was all new and I couldn’t help feel- 
ing proud because he liked me well 
enough to stay. I’d never known what 
it was to have a man look at me the 
way Mitch was doing but I felt uneasy 
inside and, when I finally saw Pa com- 
ing back from the barn, | was afraid 
he would guess. Getting up, 1 moved 
away from Mitch, telling him he’d better 
get his survey papers filled in. 

Mitch grinned. “Don’t worry about 
that, Jeanie.” He let his eyes drift over 
me and then, as Pa got to the steps, 
he turned and started talking to him. | 
knew he was lying, telling Pa things we’d 
never talked about and a little shock of 
panic turned emptily in the pit of my 
stomach as Mitch said, “I'll have to drop 
in again. I’ve got to check the flow in 
your creek.” He paused and the hai: 
prickled on the back of my neck as he 
added, “I’ll need somebody to help me.” 

Pa just grunted. “Well, don’t expect 
me to waste my time doing it.” He went 
on, grumbling about the county wasting 
tax money and then he told Mitch to 
come when I could help him. “Jeanie 
knows the place as well as anybody.” 
he said. 

That was the way Pa was with Mitch 
and me. | guess, knowing Mitch was 
married and so much older. he never 
thought Mitch had even noticed me. But 
I knew and all the rest of that day and 
night | couldn’t get Mitch out of my 
head. After I’d finished up in the house 
that evening and got Mama and Ronnie 
settled, | lay awake thinking about 
Mitch. In the sticky warm darkness, | 
turned nakedly on my bed. My whole 
body burned with the thought of him 
and | moved my hands over myself. 
twisting. crushing my body against the 
bed, trying to smother the restless beat 
of my heart. the thoughts that kept 
trembling breathlessly over my mind. 


I KNOW I SLEPT dreaming of Mitch 

that night. Maybe I was too young to 
realize that Mitch belonged to someone 
else. | guess, if I thought about that, the 
thought got lost in the dull hunger that 
blurred my mind. It was a feeling that 
scared me because | couldn’t under- 
stand it. 
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Mitch was smart enough not to come 
back right away. I think if he had come 
that next day I might have realized what 
I was doing to myself, but Mitch waited 
until the end of the week. By that time, 
I'd got torn between the fear that he 
would come and the lonely terror of 
thinking he’d never come at all. 

As it was, except for Mama, I was 
alone that afternoon and Mitch knew it, 
too. He told me he’d seen Pa and Ronnie 
in town and then, looking directly into 
my eyes, he said, “I figured it would 
be a good day for you and me, Jeanie.” 

He went on, talking about the water 
survey, but I knew that wasn’t why he’d 
come. Listening to him, feeling him hold- 
ing me in his eyes, a swift race of help- 
less fear flamed through me and, I guess, 
if Mama hadn’t been asleep, I’d have 
lost my nerve and found some excuse 
to keep from going with him. I know it 
would have been better if I had because, 
once we'd got out of sight of the house 
and up to the head of the creek, I didn’t 
know how to keep him from kissing me. 

All the way there, walking across the 
dry edge of Pa’s hay field, I’d been 
conscious of Mitch brushing against me 
and all the things we talked about lost 
sense in the crazy beat of my heart. I’d 
felt as if I’d been torn inside, as if a 
part of me was free, crowding up into 
my throat, begging and pleading for 
something I was only half aware of 
knowing I wanted. 

That same helpless uncertainty blurred 
my eyes after we’d found a grassy place 
to sit by the creek. It was shady and 
sheltered there and, as Mitch moved 
close, turning to look into my eyes, | 
saw the shadows go flickering across his 
face. For a moment, I was all hollow 
inside and lost in that emptiness I heard 
Mitch whispering my name. As he spoke, 
he touched me, sliding his hands up my 
bare arms. 

Shakily, my whole body hurting with 
the thrusting drive of my pounding heart, 
I whispered, “Mitch, please don’t. Mitch, 
I’m scared.” 

He shook his head and, even as the 
words got away from me, he pulled me 
into his arms. Helplessly, I turned to 
him, a little moan aching in my throat. 
I shivered, shutting my mind, letting all 
the bitter hate of my life go twisting into 
a hungry flame of wanting love, I let 
my head fall back and then, as Mitch 
pressed his mouth to my parted lips, I 
lifted my hands, pressing my palms to 





Pa whirled on me, lashing out, crack- 

ing the back of his hand across my 

mouth. He was cursing me then, 
as I stumbled against the barn. 


his cheeks for a moment and then dig- 
ging my fingers into his hair, clinging 
to him as the last shred of control was 
lost in the yielding demand of my body. 


GUESS, in those blurred moments, 

I was running in my way just as 
Joe had run in his way. But Mitch knew 
more. He knew the touch of my slender 
young body, the savage passion that 
stripped the will out of me and, lost in 
the shadows of my own mind, I didn’t 
realize I’d released the torments of desire 
before I was old enough to understand 
they could wreck my life. 

I didn’t think about that until it was 
too late, until that first time alone with 
Mitch had turned into a sneak-around 
affair that shattered all the good out of 
living. I guess, if I had been older, | 
would have known it was all take with 
Mitch, but I was crazy enough to believe 
him when he said he loved me. I thought 
he did too and, in the naked hunger of 
my body, I shut my eyes to the future, 
refusing to see that Mitch had no plans 
for us. All I could do was agree when 
he’d tell me that everything would work 
out but that, because I was so young, 
we'd have to wait. “You know what 
would happen now if anybody found 
out,” he’d tell me. 

I knew, but Mama, lying thin and grey 
in her bed, would have cried for the 
sin of my body if she’d known how I 
was with Mitch in those last months of 
summer. And Pa, I know, would have 
just about killed me if he had guessed. 


But, in the end, it was Ronnie and Tony 


who got caught in the ugliness of what 
Mitch and I were doing. 

Ronnie got into it because there were 
times when the only way I could get 
away from the house was to take him 
with me. Mitch never liked it but I didn’t 
worry because I knew that, next to 
Mama, Ronnie loved me more than any- 
body else in the world and I’d told him 
not to say anything about Mitch and me. 

He didn’t either, until he’d seen Mitch 
hurt me. That happened just a few weeks 
before school was due to open that fall. 
For two or three weeks before that day, 
I'd been going on my nerve anyway, 
trapped in a kind of hopeless terror. At 
first, when I’d began to think I was 
pregnant, I’d just shut a door in my 
mind and refused to think about it. Pray- 
ing helplessly and holding the agony in 
myself, I’d kept hoping I was wrong. But 
I couldn’t live on hope. When I'd got 
that far I couldn’t keep it from Mitch 
either and that was why I was crazy 
enough to tell him when Ronnie was 
with me. 

I know I didn’t plan it that way. In 
fact, that day, all the time Ronnie and 
I were walking across the fields to where 
the county road crossed the back of our 
place, I was telling myself that I’d wait. 
I thought I just wanted to hold it until 
I was really sure but, after Mitch had 
picked us up in his car, I couldn’t relax. 

Mitch noticed it, too. After he parked, 
he lifted Ronnie over into the back seat 
and then, turning to me, waiting for me 
to look into his eyes, he started asking 
me what was wrong. “You've been like 
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Wonderful Relief for 
Itch, Sting 
Burn of 












* “1m s0 very grateful for the relief 
Black and White Ointment brought to 
the itching, burning sting of simple ring- 
worm on my hands and arms, that I 
want others to know about this wonder- 
ful ointment. Until I used it, 
I was miserable night and 
day and got no rest.” 


pn li Lhe Tee sanded. 


Dallas, Texas 


More for Your Money ! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 4)4 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 25¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 

Over 51 Million Packages Sold 















WHAT MAKES THIS OFFER POSSIBLE? 


Lucky Heart Cosmetics will send you this nationally adver- 
tised $10.00 Cosmetic Display Kit for only $1 postage— 
to prove a point. 

a yee is this: over 11,000 men and women have 
used this full-sized Cosmetic Assortment to show and 
demonstrate Lucky Heart Cosmetics. By letting friends 
see and try Lucky Heart Cosmetics they easily get enough 
orders to earn an extra income of $50 to $250 regularly 
—even using only a few spare hours a week! 

Anyone—you included—can easily make $50 to $250 
regularly with this $10.00 Cosmetic Display Kit. We'll 
send it to you for only $1, complete with 6 full-size 
products, catalog, samples—everything you need to start 
making money the day it arrives! To get your $10.00 
Cosmetic Display Kit complete and prepaid, mail the 
coupon with $1 for postage, handling. You can become a 
welcomed and respected i Lucky Heart Representative, 
earning $50 to $250, starting the day your Cosmetic Kit 


arrives. Offer limited. Send your $1 and coupon now! 


COSMETICS 
LUCKY HEART COSMETICS, Dept 2L, Memphis 2, Tenn 
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Lucky Heart Cosmetics 
Dept. 2L, Memphis 2, Tena. 
Please send my $10.00 Cosmetic 
i Displey Kit prepaid. | enclose $1- 
' Sa oes sereaen: suger ann cry 
: if | am not completely satisfied 
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All I told Mitch was 
the truth, and then he 


turned against me 


this everytime I’ve seen you lately, 
Jeanie.” He leaned toward me. “You're 
not tired of me?” 

I shook my head, fighting to keep the 
tears back but, all the time, a little 
ragged lift of panic was drifting back 
and forth across my mind. Dimly, I 
heard Mitch asking me if Pa had found 
out anything and maybe it was the sud- 
den caution in his voice that shattered 
the sense out of my mind. Even then, 
I didn’t realize what I was doing at first. 
It was as if a kind of craziness broke 
over me and, really not meaning to do 
it, I started talking. 

To begin with, I wasn’t telling him 
the truth but, suddenly, lifting through 
me, underlying the jagged broken words 
that tumbled out of me, a giant voice 
seemed to scream up all the shame and 
terror. I felt it ripping through me and, 
all at once, forgetting Ronnie was with 
me, forgetting everything but the haun- 
ted emptiness that was swallowing me, 
I told Mitch. It came out hard, the 
words aching in my throat. But then, 
even before I finished, it was Mitch 
shouting at me, asking how I could be 
sure. 

I could have tried to fool myself again, 
hoping it wasn’t true. But just the harsh 
beat of Mitch’s voice forced me to face 
myself and to face the knowing there 
was not going to be any escape. Softly, 
blinking the tears out of my eyes, I 
whispered, “It’s true, Mitch. I know it’s 
true.” 

I don’t know what I expected of Mitch 
after I’d said that. Everything had hap- 
pened so fast but, whatever I expected, 
I know it wasn’t the sudden flat wariness 
that glittered in his eyes or the ugly fear 
that turned his voice raw and shrill as 
he lashed out at me. 

He called me a fool kid, leaning close, 
shouting in my face, telling me he 
thought I’d had better sense. The words 
welled up, thick, bubbling out of him 
and then suddenly he stopped, pushing 
back from me, lifting his hand and rub- 
bing his chin nervously. For that in- 
stant, he just stared at me and then 
bitterly he said, “I should have known 
better but, damn it, Jeanie, you knew 
I was married.” 


I guess | (Continued on Page 61) 


















HOME SERVICE = 


MAGAZINE 
Freda DeKmght 
Home Service Owector 


With Thanksgiving leading it off, the holiday 


season is just around the corner. TAN’s tips on fowl 


feasting are good for any upcoming festive occasion 


F THE MANY HOLIDAYS in the year, Thanksgiving 

is the one most often looked forward to by adults. 
Whether you go over the river and through the woods to 
grandmother’s house or not, it’s a homey, old-fashioned 
day, full of good eating favorites and fireside stories. 
Calorie counters are misplaced or forgotten and plates are 
heaped to overflowing with rich, juicy foods. And in the 


midst of yummy mincemeat pies and golden yams, a warm 
spirit of loving kindness, the true meaning of Thanks- 
giving, makes this day another important memory to be 
cherished and talked about in years to come. See TAN’s 
“good eating” recipes on the following pages for addi- 
tional memories to be chalked up at Thanksgiving or any 
of the festive occasions in the weeks to come. 
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Roast Capon 


Roast capon with a delectable raisin and toasted bread stuffing is an epicure’s treat on any 
holiday table. To complete the meal with this succulent bird, serve creamed corn with 
pepper rings, fresh stewed tomatoes with mushrooms and celery, corn muffins and baked 
acorn squash. Sweet Potato Pie will make a delicious finale for this excellent family meal. 


\Y MENU usually centers around a tempting 
whether it’s a golden brown turkey with rich 
sing, an elegant orange-glazed duck, twin game 
h wild rice stuffing, or simple baked chicken. 
ner, capturing the spirit of Thanksgiving, has 
goodies that picture the holiday fowl in its 
arnishes are equally important to the dinner, 
ers of crab apples, peach halves, crisp green 
sted grapes never cease to add color and ex- 
ten called “Thanksgiving birds,” are now avail- 
ranging from three pounds to the magnifi- 
pound Toms, or if you prefer, turkey parts 
Where once the small family was reluctant 


to “waste” money on a large turkey, they are now tailored 
to fit any family size. Another solution for turkey lovers is 
the half turkey. Cut in half lengthwise, it provides a com- 
plete selection of white and dark meat, and your choice of 
wing, thigh, breast or leg. 

If your taste leans toward duck, chicken, squab, cornish 
game hens, or other fowl, remember they too are available 
in the stores and supermarkets, and can be prepared and 
served as regally for the Thanksgiving or other holiday table 
as the traditional turkey. With the holiday season approach- 
ing when entertaining reaches its peak with parties, dinners, 
and all kinds of get-togethers, most any kind of fowl will 
provide excellent eating pleasure. See TAN’s recipes for 


such ideas. 





Roast Breast Of Turkey 


For the family that prefers all white meat, 
try a large, full breast of turkey that can 
now be purchased separately in many 
stores. Breast can be stuffed with your 
favorite dressing or served plain. Baste 
often with broth to keep meat juicy and 


flavor-filled. To complete the menu, try 
orange cups stuffed with green peas and 
onions, and cranberry-orange relish. 





Braised Chicken In Lettuce Leaves 


Cut a small frying chicken in quarters. 
Sprinkle with salt, pepper, paprika. Wash 
outside leaves from Yo head of lettuce. 
Place Y2 cup melted butter or bacon fat in 
frying pan. Cover bottom of frying pan 
with lettuce leaves. Place chicken on let- 
tuce and add 1 cup chopped celery and 
leaves. Place remaining lettuce on top. 
Cover and steam at low temperature about 
30 minutes on each side until done. 


Squabs Oriental 


Prepare birds for cooking. Place Y2 lb. 
butter in heavy pot and brown birds well 
on all sides. Combine and boil 10 minutes, 
1 cup cognac, 1 cup white wine, 44 cup 
brown sugar, % cup each of chopped 
pimiento, parsley, celery, chives, 1 1b. 
mushrooms, 1 cup sliced water chestnuts, 
2 chopped onions, 2 thin slices lemon, 1 
tsp. salt and 1 tsp. rosemary. Cover and 
cook slowly for 1 hour. 
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Suit from J. Tiktiner, is the perfect answer for cool After-five dress from Pierre Billet ts 
wine campus, at the office, or shopping. Made of beige silk material with a low draped neckline in the back. 
f-colored knots, the jacket features contrasting rust- punctuated by two bows. Skirt is full; and sleeve lengtk 
bred lapels in mohair to match the blouse. allows wearing of longer -gloves. 


Two-piece ‘ensemble from Pierre 

Billet shows the dress in mustard 

yellow wool and the tunic in green 
and mustard yellow plaid. 


Chocolate colored tweed ensemble 
from J. Tiktiner, featuring a straight 
dress and a short loose jacket. 


Dress from Joppy fa Pierre Billet 

Production) in light brown flannel 

with a matching belt. Hat from 
Marie-Christiane. 


Coat from J. Tiktiner in scotch plaid 

wool featuring a double row vf but- 

tons. Skirt is worn with rust-colored 
knobby mohair sweaier. 






































Your family needs Scotts Emulsion 
...the cod liver oil tonic 


helps get rid of the colds they have 
> builds them up against new ones 


1ember, way back, when you - vitamins you need to fight off the 
most everyone took cod liver cold you have now—and to pro- 
Mothér was sure it was one tect you from catching new ones. 
1e best ways to build you up And Scott’s Emulsion, fortified 
| fight off colds. How right she with calcium, is homogenized, so 
! Now... your whole family its full benefits start to work 
get these same cod liver oil right away. 
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fits, without the old taste. Take So, if colds seem to drag your 

Scott's Emulsion to winterize family downall winter... it’s time 

r body against colds. to start taking Scott’s Emulsion Ze 

ew Scott’s Emulsion is rich daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, the es inom te toe 8 . 
‘od liver oil, one of the finest cod liver oil tonic for colds, at Better tasting liquid or 
irces of the natural A and D your drug counter daily. New tasteless capsules 


e 
Scott's Emulsion... specially made to winterize your body against colds! 











An tye tor Beauty 


EAUTY IS AS BEAUTY DOES! That’s why the smart woman uses eye cos- 

metics to dramatically enhance this focal feature. An excellent line of eye 
cosmetics called Aziza gives the eyes that bright, sparkling allure, with a subtle, 
natural look. 

In making up the eyes, special attention should be given to the eyebrows. They 
should be full and defined, and not artificially thinned or arched. Eye shadow 
should be used lightly for daytime, but for evening wear, more intense shades 
are effective. 

Outlining the eyes with an eye liner pencil or brush gives them depth and dimen- 
sions of loveliness. Eye liner may be applied in black or in colors to match eye- 
brows. Mascara, the mainstay of eye makeup, comes in cake or cream form, with 
an automatic applicator, the Azizamatique, which twirls mascara on the lashes with 
professional flourish. 

Remember that for true eye beauty, a sufficient amount of rest is an absolute 
necessity. So if you want beautiful eyes, the combination of rest and cosmetics will 
produce the desired results. Since the basis of all beauty is cleanliness, start with 
a clean face. Remove old makeup with cream, wash face with soap and water. 





Pretty as a picture—thanks to her soft and flattering Aziza eye 
makeup. This pretty young lady has used eye brow pencil, eye 
shadow, lid-liner and mascara to enhance her natural loveliness. 








le 


To properly shape eyebrows, lightly 


feather-stroke zyei encil from inner 
corner of eye and follow natural brow 
line to end. 





Apply eye shadow to upper lid, blend 

upward and outward toward temple. 

eep shading subtle for daytime, more 
intense ~ evening. 


Using yer s sable lid-liner brush, stroke 
on delicate line at root of lashes. Extend 
line slightly beyond outer corner of eye. 


i 
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Twirl mascara as on lashes with 


the Azi: ti 
cator. Seperate Harv with » de 
end of applicator. 
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MASSENGILL COMPANY, Bristol, Tennessee 





Massengille 


KOKI): 


for feminine hygiene 


gill Powder is used for feminine hygiene 
1en everywhere. It assures you of personal 





refreshing fragrance makes you con- 
u will not offend. Unlike “home-made” 
ions, it is effective for many hours. 


s of Massengill Powder are easy to pre- 
eansing, soothing, non-staining. Recom- 
by doctors and used in hospitals. 


engill Powder—and be sure. 


ne (in a plain package) free samples of Massengill Powder. 
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Child Care: 





Protect Your 

Child Against 

Scalp Ringworm 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


HE VOICE of the mother on the 

other end of the phone sounded har- 
assed and quite disturbed. “Doctor, my 
son has some sort of eruption on his 
head and he says that it itches terribly. 
It might be tetter.” 

I explained that there are so many 
similar skin diseases that children are 
plagued with, it would be impossible to 
tell without an examination whether or 
not her son had ringworm of the scalp 
which is often called “tetter.” 

When I had examined the boy I dis- 
covered that he was a victim of this 
highly contagious and most common 
skin disease. Ringworm of the scalp is 
spread by direct contact with other chil- 
dren with the disease, or through fond- 
ling and handling cats and dogs who 
have ringworm. 

Before the days of strict hygiene in 
barber shops, the infection was often 
spread through the use of unsanitary 
towels. Present methods of sanitation, 
however, have almost completely elimi- 
nated barbershops as a source of infec- 
tion, especially in larger communities. 

This patch-like, scaling eruption, 
which often spreads in a circular man- 
ner, is caused by a fungus invasion of 
the skin. The most effective treatment is 
available through a physician who 
should examine any child suspected of 
having ringworm. Home remedies are 
generally not effective. 

Preventive care should be used for 
other children who might be in contact 
with the infected child. The hair should 
be kept closely cut and washed frequent- 
ly to keep it free of excess oils which 
might encourage the fungus growth. 

I told Mrs. Jones to keep her son’s 
head covered with a clean skull cap, and 
that he should have his own brush, comb, 
towels and wash cloth for maximum san- 
itation, in addition to medication. 
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s. 6S TAN Movie Previews 





TOMANGO 


After a two-year successful run in England, Spain and France, where it broke 
box-office records, the French-produced motion picture Tomango invades America, 
under the aegis of the Hal Roach Distribution Corp. The suspenseful drama, star- 
ring Dorothy Dandridge, Curt Jurgen and Jean Servais, and introducing Alex 
Cressan, a native of Martinique, is a double-barrelled story. One theme relates the 
love of a slave ship captain, Reinker 
(Jurgen) and a dissolute physician, Dr. 
Corot (Servais), for a beautiful slave 
girl, Aiche (Dandridge). The other de- 
picts the heroic and tragic high-seas re- 
volt of slaves, led by the lion-killer 
Tomango (Cressan). 

Intense and provocative, Tomango 
evinces a variety of reactions. It has 
been called “a welcome ally to the Ne- 
groes’ fight for civil rights . . . 
lent motion picture that should do a 
good job for present-day civil liberties 

. a real story, good for integration.” 
Other previewers found the racial issue “too strong,” felt the film “too vividly por- 
trays the brutality of the white man . . . radiates hostility” and “would not create 
any goodwill.” 

Many regretted it could not be shown to “all the Faubuses” and in “all sections of 
every country.” Without doubt Tomango stirs the emotions, grips the attention, and 
will not be among the quickly-forgotten movies. 


BLUE DEMIN 


Arthur Bartley (Brandon DeWilde), wearing blue denim jeans that are the uni- 
form of American teen-agers, pokes disconsolately into the empty dog house in his 
parents’ backyard. He is suffering from 
his first jolt of sorrow. Without consult- 
ing him, his father, Maj. Malcolm Bart- 
ley, retired (MacDonald Carey), had a 
vet dispose of his aged dog. 

The incident which opens Blue Denim, 
a 20th Century-Fox film, points up the 
lack of rapport between father and son. 
This serious defect, 
among parents of teen-age children, re- 
sults in a series of misadventures and a 
tragedy. 

In his search for understanding and 
affection, Arthur turns to a schoolmate, 
Janet (Carol Lynley), who can’t confide in her widower father. The two youngsters 
fall in love, experiment with sex, and Janet becomes pregnant. Appalled and fright- 
ened, Arthur and Janet try to get married in a neighboring town, but this fails 
when the marriage license clerk suspects they are under 21 and demands a birth 
certificate. 

An abortion seems to be the only solution for their problem, and in desperation 
Arthur, Janet and a pal, Ernie (Warren Berlinger), try to raise the needed $150. 
In the end Arthur forges his father’s name to a check and confesses when discovered. 
Janet eventually is saved from undergoing the illegal operation. 


an excel- 





Dandridge in a double-barreled story. 


a common one 





Teen-age lovers in trouble. 
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Glamorous — Instantly ype 


Low 
PRICES 


HAIR-DO’'S.: 


CREATED BY HUMANIA 


Look your very prettiest with a fascinating Humania 
Wig or Hairpiece .. . that you can comb, set and style 
to your own Made of real human hair. 
Colors:—black, off-black, dark brown, mixed grey. 

is d or your money refunded. 














**CONTE’’ ITALIAN CUT 
Natural looking part. 
Attractive ond very smart. 

Only $29.75 
Mixed grey......$34 


cae 
No. 1460. BOB WIG. 
Miss Personality. Flatter- 
ing, smart looking. Choice 
port either side or center. 
Hand mode weft. $24.50 
Mixed grey ..$29.50 
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No. 
20. 
ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Curis ore 
Ci inoled $6.50 








Mixed grey ...... $7.50 


BANG STYLE TOPPER 
Adds charm and new beavu- 
ty. Specially designed for 
—. with thin hair Fe 


natural ap- 


pearance. 
fe Has double PONY = 
wovy human TAIL 


yw hair 18’ long. 
No.3 Easily attached. 
e Made extra heavy. 
Comb front hair into it to 
make your own part. 

Very low price....10.95 
Mixed grey 13.95 







No. 





POODLE cut 
Glomorous look- Bang Style Glamour 
ing, with feather Hos oppecrance of 
cut curls. Encircles wig as it covers en- 
entire head.$24.50 tire head. Extra 
Mixed grey $29.50 heavy ..... 1 “ae 


Half wig, No. 675X 
Adds charm. Not- 
ural looking. Hos 
part. Covers the 
entire head. 

Very smart $17.50 
Mixed grey $22.50 


Mixed grey. . 
No. 





a eae Cluster 
BARGAIN CHIGYON Curl 
Lorge. Has nylon 


PAGE BOY 
12” wide, reaches 
from _eor to ear. 
$2.25 Extra heavy 2.95 
Mixed grey 3.95 


=. ones ts 
orge ze. porn $10.95 
Mixed grey $3.75 Mixed grey 17.95 


Write today for 1959 HUMANIA 
booklet, a colorful show- 
ing latest styles of Wigs and Hal. 


AUMANIA HAIR CO 


Dept. 11-7, 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 


RE-LIEF for 


MADDENING ITCH! 


Why suffer from vaginal itch, 
zema, chafing and rash. Get 
formula—quick 









ote itech, ec- 


Helps prevent scratching & 
eromotes test healing, or money refunded. Get 
oma ag ! Only $1.98 postpaid, sent in plain 


CONTROL LABORATORIES Dept. 104 
2 East Ave., Larchmont, WW. Y. 
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Let me show 
y you how to =. 


It’s easy for any man or wom- 
an to sell famous, nationally 
advertised ° 
ics—spare time or full time. 
Make quick a to $50 
a day! Send today fi athe 
stone’ 2 Free Di: Case Of- 








KEYSTONE’S 
FREE DISPLAY 
CASE 
OFFER 


men’s preparations. Take orders 
from friends, neighbors, relatives, 
members of your church. YOU 
NEED NO EXPERIENCE. We 
show you how to sell, where to 
sell! SAY GOODBYE TO 
MONEY WORRIES! Be. your own boss, work 
your own hours, have big money in your pocket 
drive a new car, wear fine clothes. START 
TOWARD BETTER WAY OF LIFE—make 
big money every day with fast-selling Keystone 
Cosmetics. Write today! Just send name and ad- 
dress—get Keystone’s FREE DISPLAY CASE 
OFFER by return niail. DEPT. L-2 


— Cosmelics ‘asus, ren 



















































into DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
‘yearly. Songs Composed, Saat oan 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from. 


NORDYKE Music Pubtiohers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif. 


NOW THE WORLD'S FINEST POCKET PIS 
CAN BE YOURS 











BRAND NEW 


Compact! Accarate! Always Dependable! 
Powerful ammunition available 

A pocket pistol of excellence. ideal for the 
Plainclothesman or Home Protection. Re- 
duced from $32.50. OGRBER WOW! Send 
$10.00—Balance C.0.D. 


PACIFIC WEAPONS CO. byt —a 
7471 Melrese Ave., Les Angeles 46, 


MANCATCHER (Brand) PERFUME 
ONLY $2.98 


Try 3 few drops of MAN- 
CATCHER—a little behind 








your ears on your wrists 

a wee bit in some Special 
Place. It may give you, too, 
that wonderful feeling all over. 
This potent powerful, exotic 
perfume can give you that 
extra something you need for 
success in love and marriage 





that sweetness, that all 
men like. You will never want 
to be without it 
s irresistible! Men love girls who are feminine. Men 
are more often drawn by the potent fragrance of —_ per- 
fume that makes you seem different from other g 
they will want te be around you. Se erder MANCA’ SHER 
NOW! When postman delivers this amazing brand of per- 
fume, deposit only $2.98 plus C.0.D. handling .uarges 
(3 for $7.00). FREE FOR PROMPT ACTION-—Bottle 
f Chi e Brand Fleor Wash (Green) makes the home 
mell sweet and pleasant—chases away foul, evil smelling 
xlors in the house. ORDER NOW!! 


PERFUME PRODUCTS CO. 
50:6 W. Van Buren St., Chicage 12, I11., Dept. 509 
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N MEMPHIS, TENN.., the Rev. Stanley Hatch, 35, organizer of a “Crusade for 
Decency.” quit the crusade after he was arrested on charges of desertion and 
non-support of his family. 


In Dallas. Texas, Mrs. T. R. Foster received an insurance company certificate 
commending her for “perfect driving.” 
she doesn’t drive at all. 


admitted it was an easily earned honor since 


* * * 


In Reidsville, N. C., Willie Moore was arrested for drunkenness by policeman 
Cecil Moore, the case was prosecuted by acting solicitor Jeff Moore, and sentence 
was passed by Judge Leon Moore. 


* * * 


In Milwaukee, Wis., 40-year-old house painter Clarence E. Pyant was sentenced 
to six months in jail for registering his 1955 Cadillac under a false name in order 
to stay on public relief. 


In Chicago, IIl., 
escaped bleeding to death because her girdle kept her wound firmly closed. 


practical nurse Katherine Thomas was stabbed by her lover. 


* * * 


In Harvey, Ill., after pumping nine shots into his wife. Ann, 48-year-old salesman 
Arthur Brown explained to police: “We’ve been married for 17 years, and for 17 
years she nagged me every day.” 


* * * 


In Rochester, N. Y., Rufus Johnson was arrested three years ago for stabbing 
Abe Marion in an argument over a suit. served out a two-year-jail sentence, came 
back to Rochester, was promptly arrested by the same policeman, put in the same 
jail for assaulting the same man over the same suit. 


* * * 


In Vicksburg. Miss., Mrs. Rosie Reed decided to try burning sulphur near her 
chicken. house to drive out snakes: ended up burning out snakes, chickens, house 


and all. 


* - * 


In Port Allen, La., some 270 elementary school children learned they would 
have to start their learning late this year after. true to a schoolboy’s dream, the 
school house burned down. 


In Hope Mills, N. C., Mr. and Mrs. Walter Street found they had run out d 


names by the time they got to their sixteenth child, hopefully scanned the news 
paper headlines, finally came up with Nikita Khrushchev Street. 








Ae 
tal 
he 
the 
en 
bit 


alk 
fat 
wa 
wa 


fan 
at ( 
hov 
jus 
the: 


sing 
aud 
of | 
just 
for 








de for 


rm and 


ificate 
r since 


iceman 
ntence 


itenced 
1 order 


- lover. 


ilesman 
for li 


tabbing 
e. came 
1e same 


ear her 
;. house 


y would 
am, the 


1 oul of 
re news 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 8) 


into giving the Harlem landmark a “New 
Look.” It’s turned out real swank with 
new furnishings, rugs, drapes and all the 
rest of it that goes into redecoration. 


The night Archie Moore did it again 
—that is. retained his title against Yvon 
Durelle—he was not so excited he didn’t 
have time to get in a big TV plug for a 
motion picture he hopes to be in. But 
knowing old Arch. who is as good an actor 
on stage as in the ring, he will probably 
land the part he wants in Sam Goldwyn 
Jr.’s production of Huckleberry Finn. 


When the Harlem Globetrotters 
played several exhibition games in Mos- 
cow, audiences became frustrated and com- 
pletely confused over all that clowning. An 
interpreter was called in to translate the 
antics so the Russians could understand 
the happenings. 


Lionel Hampton and comic, Red 
Skelton, have formed a recording company 
which they’re calling Mason-Dixie Records. 
This association came about while the two 
were performing at the same Las Vegas 
watering joint. Red taught Hamp a few 
more tricks in clowning: Hamp taught Red 
how to beat around with the drums. 


Singer Ella Fitzgerald was a big hit 
at the Prince Rainier-Princess Grace char- 
ity party in Monaco. Patrons paid $50 
apiece for tickets, surprised the popular 
entertainer by throwing roses at her on 
stage. This is a very high compliment. 


Actor Fred O’Neal has been relue- 
tant to part with the distinguished looking 
beard he’s been sporting all summer. Not 
that he’s joined the Beatnik bunch, but tal- 
ented Fred has been doing the Shakespeare 
bit at the Cambridge Drama Festival. 


Initial copy of Nat King Cole’s first 
album of spirituals will be presented to his 
father, Rev. E. J. Coles of Chicago, who 
wanted Nat to be a minister. The session 
was recorded at his dad’s church. 


How to win friends and influence 
fans: Johnny Mathis, who did not appear 
at Chicago’s first Jazz Festival, played host 
however to 200 of his fans by purchasing 
just that many tickets and distributing 
them to club officers and members. 


A Hollywood club is feuding with 
singer Bobby Short. When the crowded 
audience got too noisy with their approval 
of his sophisticated songs and patter, he 
just up and quit. Management didn’t go 
for that sert of behavior. 





so soft, shining... 


so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
shield against dampness . helps 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria 
keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 
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TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 




















_. LONG-AID LONG-AID 
| WHITE BLEACH 
_ PRESSING “ 7, AND GLOW 
compounn| “aH cream LONG-AID 
only 60c Boe only 75c ACTALAN 
plus tax : plus tax only 60c SOAP 
5 LONG-AID 
) coe on LONG-AID \" anes 
FLOWING i 
SULPHUR 
Le REMOVER 
-“ —— , SHAMPOO 
$1.00 only $1.00 ; 
plus tax only 69¢ 


PSS SBS SSS MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW BER SE SESE RES 








: Long-Aid Co., Dept. 2-L, P. O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. : 
HB Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, check or money order enclosed. : 
; Oo Long-Aid with K-7. Regular size $1.10 [] Long-Aid Sulphur, $1.00 no tax. © 
a agra wy aes Economy size (] Long-Aid Actalan Soap. 60c no tax. 
cy a eae * Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil. $1.10 in. 
a O ag el ata Pressing Compound. a pry dg eit ik ¥ 
a c¢ including tax. L Ai ;, @ 
B (C) Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Sham- 0 ~ -e elguaa COE Sa a 
ry poo. 69c no tax. ? g 
s (No C.0.D.'s outside continental United States. No orders shipped less than $1.00. IMPORTANT! a 
B You save C.0.D. and postage charges by sending full amount with order Then we pay all postage!) 7 
8 & 
B Name = & 
B Address. : 
Cle... State # 
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DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, oe 
ness. Break the Drinkin; ki 
UICKLY...INEXPENSIVE 
se ALCOREM, the amazing quid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) 4 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks, 
classed as a permanent “cure, Dat 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
pears of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
sn, Bg ng and causes many to turn 
from liquor May be taken in SECRET. A few drops of 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
it recognized by Medical Authority. 
o>mes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
10t cause excessive time out from work or 
juties. One happy ALCOREM meer Brites: 
‘PLEASE SEND M MORE WONDERFUL 
ALCOREM AT ONCE — A FRIEND WHOIS A 
HEAVY DRINKER. | BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
idditional help we send . 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula copsues be help nervous and digestive 
systems Aiso FREE waeeers CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weigh 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR K. We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Waght ‘Ohare i in lain wrapper. 
Pay postman $8.98 plus C.0.D. and pos . To SAVE 
cin C.O.D. and postage, send $8.95 wi th order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. E-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 


Be a Detective 


Make Secret Investigations 












Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 


GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N.Y. 
Genuine Human Hair 


SeLEte Seach -oee Ld 


rat $328 + lal 
SEND NO MONEY. Pay post- 


man on delivery plus postage. Sie ts Large Bins $84 


Ellis Rand Co., 2349 Mitwaukes Ave., Dept. 1728, Chicago 47, 
















{Cap Styte 
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COLORS: Biackh—Off- 













he skilled hand of the 
German gunsmith is 
Spor e for this .22 

t repeater 
autom with self- 
ejecting I Just 4” long, fits easily into 
pocket irse. Ideal for sporting events, 
stage e (not available to Calif. residents). 





Not a lethal weapon—sold on money back 
guarantee. Comes for $6.95 from Best Values, 
Dept. = 99 101 Market St., Newark, N. J. 










ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE.” 


Are you facing difficult problems? Poor 
Health? Money or Job Troubles? Un- 
happiness? Drink? Love or Family 
Troubles? Would you like more Hap- 
piness, Success and ‘‘Good Fortune’’ 
Life? If you have any of these Prob- 
lems, or others like a, or. —— 
n here is rs NEWS of a 
irkable NEW WAY of PRAYER. that 3 
lping thousands co glorious new happi- 
ness and joy! Just clip this message now 
ar your name, address and 





25¢ g nd ee We 

wil ul NEW MES- 

SAGE O YE R oe id Faith to you 

by R r Mail olutely FREE! 

We will a you FREE, this 

beautif 2 GOLDEN CROSS for 

you to ke and treasure! FREE 

LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP GOLDEN 

BOX 5211 NOROTON, CONN. cross 
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In His Brother’s House—We Sinned 


(Continued from Page 35) 


But then, suddenly, with the echo of the 
words still beating in my head, Joey 
jumped up from the table. He rammed his 
chair back against the wall. Shouting for 
me to shut up, he swore at me and, at the 
same time, lashing out, he slapped me 
across the face. 

For a moment after he hit me, I was 
numb with the flat, stinging pain. The 
room was light and shadow, hurting with 
the harsh gasping of our breathing. Be- 
hind me, the sounds seemed too big, the 
faucet leaked, dripping into one of the 
half filled pans I was soaking in the sink. 
Against the screened window a June bug 
buzzed and bumbled. Across the dark lot 
at the service station someone was im- 
patiently racing an engine. A car door 
slammed, chunking solidly in the warmth 
of the summer night. But all the time my 
eyes were trapped with Joey. 

I saw him—tall, slender shouldered, the 
harsh shadows slashed across his cheeks, 
the cords in his neck pulled tight. Light 
glittered damply on his short-cropped hair 
and he sucked air, breathing deeply. His 
white T shirt was sweaty, smudged with 
grease. “Oh, God, Lorrie, I’m sorry,” he 
cried, his voice a loud whisper. 

At first I didn’t answer him. Instead, 
struggling to keep from going to pieces, I 
lifted my hand, touching the tips of my 
fingers to my cheek. Then, putting my 
head back, staring up at him, I touched 
my tongue to my lips; but somehow, even 
before I spoke, I was choked with the 
wrongness of my life with Joey. 

I knew the unsatisfied memory of that 
first awkward night after we married: the 
too quick taking of Joey’s hands; the 
bruising, searching lips begging hungrily 
on my mouth, and the hopelessness of 
empty waiting holding me sleepless when 
Joey was through with me. And remem- 
bered with that hurt frustration, were the 
crazy days of buying and spending, going 
broke, coming home and hate shattering 
with the crack of Joey’s hand across my 
face. 

I know all that was a huge fist clenched 
bitterly across my mind and that was why 
I ended up screaming Joey away from me, 
telling him to get out and let me alone. I 
beat his hands aside when he tried to 
touch me and told him the truth when I 
whispered, “What’s the use of being sorry, 
Joey? Do you think that could do any- 
thing for us now?” 

But I didn’t think Joey had to answer 
me. I thought I knew and I let him go 
when he got out of the house, stumbling 
down the steps and running across the lot 
to where he kept our car parked. Crying, 
I held the breath of all our quarrels, the 
vicious way Joey picked on me, always 
wanting for himself but, at the same time, 


always leaving me trapped lonely in the 
dark heart of my own soul. 

The need there was something Joey 
never touched, but sometimes the years 
growing up were tunneled in time and | 
ran in the echoing shadows of that tunnel. 
a thin child, my dark hair streaming in the 
grey winds, my arms reaching. I always 
felt Mom fading too, married again and her 
babies with Sam, the three kids, Randy. 
Sue and Noreen, never being part of me. 
No matter how good Sam treated me I was 
always an outsider. I was the odd one, 
crammed into the little house on Elm 
Street, Mom and Sam trying to keep all us 
kids on what Sam made driving a route for 
the Star Cleaners. I made belonging be 
the secret remembering of my own father. 

I’d never really known him but he was 
someone | didn’t have to share. Being 
busy all the time with the other kids, Mom 
never knew how I felt. I didn’t tell any- 
one else either but when I started going 
with Joey at school, I didn’t think it mat- 
tered any more. I knew Joey was crazy 
about me. Besides, Johnny was good to 
me. When I came down to the station with 
Joey, Johnny always made me feel I was 
wanted. I liked him a lot too but, although 
Johnny was only six years older than Joey. 
he’d had to take over after the death of 
their father and, in the end, when Joey 
wanted to marry me, Johnny did every- 
thing he could to stop us. 

At the time I wanted something for my- 
self so much that I wouldn’t listen to 
johnny. Joey was even worse. He said he 
was sick of having Johnny shove him 
around. But after we got married, we 
needed Johnny to sign for things we 
couldn’t get in our own name. Joey hated 
asking that and he hated coming back to 
Auburn. But since we had to do it, I 
couldn’t see why he had to go on making 
things so hard for all of us. 


HAT WAS all in my head after Joey 

had gunned the car out of the lot. With 
the tires squealing when he spun the 
wheels, I got the echo of bitterness. Sick 
and hot, I got out of my sticky dress and 
went to the shower. Shivering, standing 
naked, the cool water streaming over my 
slim body, I finally got hold of myself, but 
I didn’t realize Johnny had come over to 
see if I was all right until I was drying 
myself with a big fluffy towel. 

Quickly, slipping into a housecoat, leav- 
ing my dark hair loose, I went to the door. 
Johnny was at the foot of the steps, tall 
in the summer night, strong shouldered 
with his khaki shirt rolled up to his elbows 
and the collar open at his neck, he didn’t 
try to pry but I knew he’d heard me and 
Joey fighting. I knew he’d heard Joey 
ramming the car down the street too but. 
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when I came outside, Johnny helped me 
pretend, talking along, telling me he’d left 
his extra man to handle the pumps. He 
grinned, the low light glinting coppery in 
his curly brown hair. I offered to make 
him a cup of coffee before we said good- 
night. 

Coming in, the shadowed warmth of the 
tiny cabin letting us be too close, I was 
looking up, knowing myself in Johnny’s 
brown eyes. I was there and all the days 
of all the time I’d known Johnny held me 
breathless. My head was back, my dark 
hair falling away from the planes of my 
cheeks. My lips were parted, a little trace 
of warm glistening and my heart throbbed 
in the curve of my throat. Johnny brushed 
against me, and suddenly, all the aching 
hurt of the night breaking ragged, I whis- 
pered. “Oh, God. Johnny, what am I go- 
ing to do?” 

The two of us were hammered into each 
other’s arms. The shock of our eyes was the 
touch of all the times we’d been too close, 
of the times a carefulness had kept us from 
seeing truth. But all at once a dam broke. 
The pounding of my heart was a rushing 
warm fire. I lifted my hands, pressing my 
fngers against Johnny’s chest. 

Johnny’s voice spoke my name against 
my hair. His hands moved over me. His 
strength caught me yielding. My breath 
trembled. Then. pushing my hands up, 
sliding my arms around his neck, I 
strained to him. I felt his lips on my 
cheek. my neck. but finally I lost myself, 
held close. my kiss clinging to his 
mouth . 


FTERWARDS. the stillness was mute 

with the tired beat of my heart. I 
turned on the bed and in the shaded light 
slipping the edge of the window, touched 
the tips of my fingers to my cheeks. know- 
ing the wet tears were the breath of crying 
against Johnny’s mouth. 

I remembered a storm broken. the mo- 
ment of truth. and Johnny knew too. 
Leaning toward me, his shoulder shadow- 
ed, his hair damp. he didn’t try to hide 
from what had happened to us. The 
knowing was too close, too complete but 
when he touched me, I knew the harsh- 
ness of reality. A page turned. What 
had been was hidden and all at once we 
were both staring, seeing the future writ- 
ten. Then, bending down, brushing his lips 
across my mouth, Johnny whispered. “Oh. 
God, Lorrie. Why?” 

I was in his arms then, hugging myself 
to him, but I was crying emptiness when I 
tried to make saying I loved him real. 
Somehow, instead, there was just guilt and 
the heat and Johnny grabbing my wrists in 
his two hands, jamming me back. Hot with 
the night, the gleam of perspiration a sheen 
catching the slant of his face, the whole 
of him was torn to pieces in his eyes but 
he got Joey’s name out. He said, “My 
brother’s wife.” 

His voice went hard with bitterness but 
he forced himself to give words to what 


we had done. Then shakily, drawing away 
from me, the hurt of him frayed, he whis- 
pered, “May God help me, Lorrie, but I 
love you.” His voice broke harshly. “But 
I can’t wreck Joey’s life. You hear me? 
We’ve got to forget.” 

But forgetting wasn’t that easy. John- 
ny and I had crossed right and wrong. The 
Lord’s commandment, the words, “Thou 
shalt not commit adultery” were burned 
on our mouths but somehow we’d gone so 
far shame was lost too. Besides, during 
those next weeks, even after Joey had got 
a job with the Auburn Forging Mill, he got 
worse instead of better. Several times he 
came home drunk. He wrecked the front 
end of the car and had to use most of his 
first pay check for that. 

With that bill and all the other things 
we owed, we couldn’t afford to move. And 
even though I spent a lot of time with 
Mom, going over to watch the kids so she 
and Sam could go out, there were too many 
nights when Joey left me alone. too many 
times when Johnny and I gave in to the 
hunger that drove us into each other’s 
arms. 

Every time, with a craziness that left us 
exhausted, we tried to see a way out but we 
waited too long. I guess one day when 
Mom scolded me for being so nervous and 
edgy, I should have known Joey was 
bound to notice how I had changed, too. 
But with Joey I’d stopped thinking. I 
hated the way he tried to be the big man, 
showing off, yelling at me, driving wild, 
coming home like there was something 
smart in being drunk. Time after time he 
fought with me and with Johnny, too. 


Bu UNTIL that breathlessly hot night 

in August when he caught me and 
Johnny, I never stopped to think what was 
going on in Joey’s head. I just knew the 
way he went from begging to shouting. 
But in that shattering moment when he 
slipped back into the cabin and flipped 
the light on, all the big talking and wild 
driving was gone. 

Sound was gone too. Time was dead 
silence, an instant when Johnny swung 
away from me. I saw Joey standing slim. 
His face gleamed wet. His mouth worked 
silently. In his right hand. his knuckles 
clenched white, he held a crescent wrench. 
The metal shimmered, swinging a little. 

Terror trembled in the pit of my 
stomach but none of us spoke. Joey just 
stared, his eyes big, tortured, numb. John- 
ny got up. His chest glittered with little 
beads of perspiration. The floor creaked 
under his weight. 

He started to take a step but Joey shook 
his head. He hunched, lifting the wrench. 
Then, all at once, his voice a rising whis- 
per, he said, “Oh, God. My brother. My 
wife.” His head swung and he stared at 
me, and he bit down, pain cutting deep 
lines around his mouth. Then, saying my 
name, saying it over and over, he swayed 
sickly. “Get dressed, Lorrie!” he yelled 
suddenly. “Get dressed!” 


I moved, my hands wet with perspira- 
tion. My hair brushed over my shoulder. 
I tried to speak but my throat was tight, 
my mouth dry. The beat of my heart was 
a big hollow drum, pounding in my ears. 
I thought Joey was going to hit me. The 
wrench slashed light, swinging up but 
Johnny jammed around the edge of the 
bed. 

“Joey,” he shouted. “Wait.” 

The word cracked, Johnny’s voice the 
snapping lash of a whip. But it was too 
late for him to dodge when Joey spun and 
struck out with the wrench. It caught 
Johnny on the side of the face. He threw 
his arm up, stumbling back. A wet streak 
of blood gleamed raw on his cheek but he 
managed to grab the edge of the window 
and keep from falling. 

By then I was on the floor. My bare feet 
on the worn carpet. I pressed my hands 
over the flat of my stomach. My eyes were 
big, going from Johnny to Joey. The heat 
smothered me. I saw Johnny’s face bleed- 
ing. There was a red smear on the wrench. 
I caught the pain of it. Then Joey took a 
step toward me. 

“Joey,” I whispered. 

He shook his head and he was old in his 
eyes. He was old in the ragged beat of his 
voice too. I caught the whole of iim there, 
the hurt. “I kept seeing you and Johnny,” 
he said. “People kidded me once or twice 
but I thought they were crazy. Not you and 
Johnny.” He stopped, turning his head 
from Johnny to me. Then softly he finished. 
“Tf don’t know what happened, Lorrie. I 
wanted it right but I was always just 
Johnny’s kid brother. You never thought 
I was really any good, did you?” 

The question was everything. Johnny 
moved, his face smeared with blood, his 
hand holding the end of the bed as he 
tried to get close to me. But I stood 
pressed back to the wall, naked under the 
thin clinging dampness of my slip. Breath- 
ing harshly, my hands clenched, I barely 
saw Johnny. I was knowing Joey, and 
crazily the realization of what he’d seen 
was flung back at me. Etched across my 
mind, I knew myself in Johnny’s arms and. 
in seeing, I beheld sin. There was no good 
in saying Joey had hit me, because past the 
fighting, the bickering and the screaming 
there was the flatness of truth! I was a 
cheating wife and Johnny was a brother 
who had broken faith. 

I shivered. The echo of the Lord’s com- 
mandment jammed my head: “Thou shalt 
not commit adultery.” I heard the words 
but then Johnny was trying to explain. 

He talked fast, his voice rushing out of 
him. I heard him saying we loved each 
other. Glancing at Johnny, I saw him edg- 
ing closer to Joey. |.eeping his eyes fixed 
on the wrench Joey held, Johnny said, “It 
just happened, Joey.” His mouth pulled 
tight. “You understand?” He yelled. “It’s 
what Lorrie wanted.” 

With those words, Joey’s head swung to 
me and, as he looked away, Johnny jumped 
for him. Striking down, he hammered the 
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v1 sut of Joey’s hand. Then when 
Joey tried to wheel back to Johnny, Johnny 
slasl ip. catching Joey wide open. I 
yelled but before the sound ripped out of 
my tl Johnny had driven his fist into 
ae tomach. Joey staggered, dropping 


to protect himself. As he did, 


iit Joey across the mouth and 


| him to the floor. 


I 


[GHT ended there with Joey on 


nees and Johnny whispering, “I’m 


| 
re 


I’m sorry it had to be this 
turned to me. “Get ready, Lor- 
got to go.” 


d. The hardness of Johnny’s 


epeating in the beat of my heart. 


struggle, lifting himself on his 


id knees. He looked up, his eyes 


nine and I knew the moment of 


[ could go with Johnny, but I was 


None of us would ever pass 
ent. Whatever we did, we would 
ind holding that tight circle, I 
In’t believed in Joey. I had mar- 


ried him for a belonging I'd never got at 
home. His failure was my failure, but it 
had to end. 

I knew it and the knowing gave me the 
strength to pull away from Johnny. 

“No,” I whispered. “I can’t go. No mat- 
ter what happens. I’ve got to stay here.” 

With those words I gave up everything 
but somehow I grew up too. When Johnny 
walked out, I was myself. I stood alone 
but fear was gone. For once I wasn’t 
thinking of my own loneliness either. In- 
stead, praying, I was wanting for Joey and 
when I went to my knees beside him I was 
crying for both of us. 

Those tears could not change anything 
but since that terrible night, during all the 
time I’ve stayed home with Mom, I’ve come 
to understand myself and to understand 
Joey. His love is not a small thing and if 
we have a second chance my love will not 
be small either. This time I will give it for 
Joey and, with that promise, I know every- 


thing will be all right. THE END 





Forgive My Foolish Heart 


(Continued from Page 33) 


What a miserable day that was. 
the livelong time. One minute 
ymething to eat, then be sick to 
h. Mary Hewitt found me 
old water in my face during 
ak and asked what was wrong. 
<plained, she laughed, “Good 


irley, I’ bet you’re pregnant.” 


’”? 


’T gasped. “I can’t be! 
ot?” Mary asked. “You’ve been 
out two years, haven’t you? If 
it’s about time.” 
filled with tears. “Mary,” I 
[ just can’t have a baby now. 
I going to do?” 
Mary eyed me _ skeptically, 
always take something you 
up hopefully. “Can you help 
do I take?” 
[ could get you something. My 
works in a drug store and 
edicine from the druggist before 
ter. It’s kind of expensive 


“It’s bet- 
Please see 


eare,” I exclaimed. 
ing a baby now. 
if do.” 

[ shudder at the remembrance 
ckly and easily I decided to do 
ny unborn child. I would have 
thought to a cat or dog dumped 
tep. How could I have been so 
\t the time I felt trapped, and 

to sacrifice my child to free 

this added burden. 

me pills for me and I handed 
lollars without a qualm. I be- 
hem immediately. When I told 

orning that I wasn’t going to 


work because I felt ill, he was quite con- 
cerned. “What’s wrong, Shirley?” he in- 
quired anxiously, “You’ve never been sick 
before. Shall I call a doctor?” 

“No,” I answered grumpily, “I'll be all 
right. It’s just a sick headache.” 

“Well, take some aspirin and stay in bed. 
I'll come right home from work tonight. 
Goodbye. honey.” He bent and kissed me 
and tears sprang to my eyes. I wanted to 
grab him and hang on tight. Instead, I 
patted his arm and turned my head. This 
was no time to go soft. A sigh of relief 
escaped me as the back door slammed. 


V HEN HARRY CAME IN from work 
he found me in the rumpled bed, 
limp, and sick. I wasn’t going to lose the 
baby and I felt miserable. Harry stood 
looking down at me worriedly. “What is it 
Shirley? You are worse. What’s wrong?” 
I buried my face in the pillow. “I'll be 
all right I tell you. It’s nothing.” 

He sat down on the bed and reached for 
my hand. Then he felt my face. “You’ve 
got a fever I bet. You’ve been crying. too.” 
Harry gripped my shoulders. “Now listen, 
Shirley, I want to know what’s wrong. If 
you won't tell me I’m getting a doctor here 
right away. Now which is it going to be?” 

I lay still holding my breath, wondering 
what to say. 

“You’ve been taking medicine. There’s 
the water. Now where is it?” 

I shook my head helplessly. Harry 
jerked open the drawer to the night stand. 
When he pulled out the pills I gasped. 
How stupid of me to put them there! 

“Okay, start talking.” my husband com- 
manded. “If I think you’re lying, I'll take 


them downtown and find out for myself 
what they are.” 

There was no way out. “I'll tell you 
Har:y. I’m pregnant, and I was taking 
the pills to—well. get rid of it.” 

Harry sucked in his breath. “I'll be 
damned!” He sprang to his feet. “Just 
like that! Just like that you tell me you’re 
pregnant and you are getting rid of it. 
It’s that simple!” 

“No, it’s not,” I pulled myself up. “You 
don’t understand. Harry, we can’t afford 
a baby now. So I decided—” 

Harry’s face darkened, and seemed to 
grow stiff and cold. “You decided? What 
about me? Don’t I have any say in the 
matter at all? It’s my baby too. Who gave 
you permission to do away with my baby? 
What kind of a woman are you? Haven't 
you any heart at all?” 

I began to cry. “Harry, you make me 

sound so awful. It’s that we can’t afford 
Rishon” 
“Afford?” WHarry almost choked over 
the word. “Shirley, if you say that word 
again I’ll—so help me, Ill choke you!” 
He clenched his fists as he paced the floor. 
“That’s all I ever get out of you. We 
can’t afford this, we can’t afford that. You 
knew what I made when you married me. 
We could have got along on it too, but no 
you had to buy a house, and buy new fur- 
niture.” 

“But I went to work to pay for it so why 
do you keep harping on that?” I asked. 
“Most wives would just let their husbands 
do it all.” 

“Most wives would make the best of 
what they had.” Harry yelled. “Sure you 
went to werk and it’s your furniture and 
you never let me forget it. Your chair. 
your table. your rug—you picked it out. 
every bit, and I never had any say so about 
it. You got everything you wanted. Well, 
do you know something? I don’t like it! 
I hate sectionals. and bulky furniture. and 
I detest green. Everywhere I look I see 
green. But it’s your favorite color so 
everything is green.” 

My heart sank with a thud. “I thought 
you loved the way I decorated,” I cried. 
“You said—” 

“Sure, I know. At first I tried to tell 
you. but you wouldn’t listen so I gave up. 
Anything to make you happy. How'd I 
know you’d go goofy over the place? It’s 
ridiculous the way you fuss over it. Every- 
thing in it’s place. everything spotless. 
This isn’t a home. it’s a show window. It’s 
stiff and cold—just a collection of rooms.” 

Harry was breaking my heart. The 
house sounded horrible the way he de- 
scribed it, and I’d always thought it was 
perfect. “You never seemed to care how it 
looked,” I retorted in defense. “You never 
stayed home.” 

His face flushed. “I know,” he said 
quietly. “I’ve hated the house because you 
care more for it than you do me. It’s part- 
ly my fault that our marriage is a bust. 
But now this, the baby . . . I just don’t 


know what to think—about us, or any- 
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thing.” Harry walked out of the bedroom, 
his shoulders sagging dejectedly. 

He stayed home that evening and tended 
to me and cooked supper, but his cold 
manner forbade further conversation. He 
slept in the other bedroom and from the 
tossing he must have been as sleepless as I. 

Guilt settled over me. weighing me down. 
Words of accusation flooded my mind. 
Now I knew what a terrible thing I had 
done to Harry in trying to lose our baby. 
And our marriage—now I could see it all 
objectively. I had shut Harry out of plan- 
ning our home. Everything was my choice, 
and secretly I had felt it was all mine. I 
hadn’t shown Harry that I loved him for a 
long time. Oh. I had permitted him a hus- 
band’s rights. “Permitted.” how Harry 
must have hated that. Without love we 
had nothing to hold us together now. But 
if there was even a shred of love left may- 
be we could save our marriage. A germ of 
hope began to grow. 

The next morning [ felt better but still 
staved home. At breakfast I tried to talk 
to Harry. Hesitantly, I told him that T 
loved him and realized how wrong I had 
been. “Can you forgive me?” I asked. 
“Can we try again?” 

My husband sighed. “I don’t know yet 
how I feel. But we are married. and since 
you are going to have a baby 
should do .the best we can.” 


I guess we 


N THE MONTHS that followed I tried 

so hard, and I did change. It wasn’t 
hard to pay less attention to the house be- 
cause it didn’t look the same to me any- 
more. It did look stiff and cold——but I 
didn’t know what to do about it. Then one 
Saturday when I had a morning appoint- 
ment with the doctor Harry offered to do 
the vacuuming for me. «nd when I returned 
the front room furniture had been re-ar- 
ranged. My mouth opened to protest, then 
I quickly held my tongue. After a second 
look I realized that the room looked more 
homey, more comfortable. 


Harry was watching me carefully. “How 
do you like it?” he asked. 

I smiled. “It looks real nice. IT think I 
like it better this way.” Seeing Harry 


beam with pride gave my heart a twinge— 
made me remember how before I had de- 
prived him of his share in arranging our 
home. 

Harry tried to do better too. He stayed 
home more and helped me with the work. 
and was careful with his money. But still 
things weren’t right with us. For one thing, 
we were too polite to each other. too stiff. 
We couldn’t laugh together, nor cry to- 
gether. We couldn’t share our thoughts, 
nor plan together. Harry was withdrawn, 
and I couldn’t reach him. I was frightened. 
I didn’t know if we had a future together 
or not. My love for Harry was growing 
steadily, day by day. The thought of los- 
ing him was unbearable. My only hope 
was that the baby would draw us closer. 

When I was four months pregnant I quit 


my job. The doctor advised me to get 
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plenty rest since I never felt too good. 

[ was happy about the baby now, and it 

was all I could think about. The waiting 
1 endless. 

September seemed like a good time to 
lo some housecleaning. The weather was 
ooling off and I had about two more 

before the baby was due. I prom- 
sed myself to take it slow and easy. but 
t started one thing led to another. 
By afternoon of the second day I was ex- 
ed and there wasn’t time to rest be- 
( was due home. When he came 
in he greeted me with, “You look awful. 
How te nu feel?” 

In ed a weak smile. “Just worn out 
been cleaning house all day.” 

‘Now don’t start that,” he ordered. “For 

et the house. It looks fine.” 

too tired to eat much and for the 
first time I stacked the dishes in the sink. 
By six o’clock I was in bed. It was near 
when a terrific cramping pain 
When the second one came I let 
out a startled cry. Harry stirred. “What’s 
utter?” he grunted. 

“T think it’s the baby.” I exclaimed. “It’s 
t ome early.” 

Harry hit the floor in nothing flat and 
1 his clothes. A couple of more 
pair | he was driving me to the hos- 
|. In only four hours my tiny son 
was born. I heard his weak cry but they 
didn’t y him to me. “He’s alive, he’s 
epeated over and over. It was 


oing 


crabbe 


“Yes, he’s alive,” Dr. Thurston said, “but 
he weighs less than two pounds and is in 
bator.” 

He has a chance, hasn’t he?” I asked 
before they wheeled me out of 
the delivery room. 

tor shrugged. “Yes. but a very 


D AY WAS BREAKING by the time I 


ettled and alone in my room. 


My « vatched the light of the new day 
2TOV nger, and I wondered what it 
would mean to my son—this his first day 
on earth. With every fiber of my being I 
tried t | him to live. Fight baby, fight, 
Goh 

The doctor and Harry stepped quietly 
into om. One look at my husband’s 
fac and colorless, and there was 
no need for words. My baby was dead. 
Dr. 7 told me just the same, and 


his voice went on and on. I caught only 
what he said “. . . just one of 


thos fortunate things ... the baby 
wasn’ ed right in the uterus... 
happe lite often ... no reason why 
you shouldn’t try again soon.” My eyes 
fastened on Harry’s face. It was entirely 
expressionless now, but hard, and oh so 
cold. | lost my baby and my husband 


t cried in anguish. 
There was nothing to do but think for 
is in the hospital. Nights were 


suldn’t sleep much—and _ it 


seemed [ relived every moment of my 


married life. Like a drowning person my 
mistakes flashed across my mind like pic- 
tures on a screen. If only I could go back 
two years and start over! In the comfort- 
ing darkness the tears rolled down my face 
until the pillow was wet. Sometimes a 
nurse heard my sobs and then I'd have to 
take a sleeping pill. 

The doctor was concerned with my cry- 
ing and listlessness. “This won’t do at all,” 
he snapped one morning. “You mustn’t 
feel sorry for yourself. You aren’t the first 
woman to lose her baby—it happens every 
day. You must look to the future. to 
having other babies.” His words were 
logical. but hardly comforting to a woman 
who must bury the past and look forward 
—to what? 

Harry didn’t come to see me until the 
evening of the fourth day. The doctor had 
said I could go home the next day, and I 
suppose the hospital told my husband I 
would be released. His face was bloated 
and his eyes were red. He’s been on a 
drunk, I decided immediately. It never 
occurred to me that perhaps he had put in 
some sleepless nights too. or that he had 
cried for our lost baby. He had little to 
say after inquiring how I felt, and a small 
hope that lay ready to spring to life died 
then and there. 

Harry got up to leave after staying only 
a few minutes. “They say you can leave 
in the morning. I guess I can take off half 
a day. or at least long enough to drive you 
home,” he said. 

Suddenly my mind was made up—I 
wasn’t going home. “No, why do that? I 
can take a taxi.” My eyes avoided his. 

“Yes, I guess you could.” Harry sound- 
ed relieved. “Sure you feel up to it?” 

I nodded. “Oh yes, I feel fine.” 

“Well, here then.” Hary reached for his 
wallet and laid a twenty dollar bill on the 
table beside my bed. “You'll need cab 
fare. See you tomorrow night.” He walked 
quickly out the door. 


HE next morning I left the hospital in 

a cab and went directly to an inexpen- 
sive hotel downtown. Once in the small. 
plain room I threw myself across the bed 
in despair. My courage was fast fading, 
and I was frightened and heartsick. Tears 
slipped down my cheeks. This would never 
do. Forcing myself to sit up, I choked 
back the tears. For hours I paced the floor 
or sat at the one window looking through 
blurred eyes at the street below. 

My mind was clear now. There wasn’t 
much I could do at the present time. Since 
I wasn’t going home I’d have to rent a 
cheap place and take it easy for awhile 
until I could go back to work. First I’d 
have to have my clothes. It was early eve- 
ning when I left my room and went to a 
cafeteria nearby for a light supper. When 
I finished eating I went to a phone booth 
and dialed our number. There was no an- 
swer. Harry wasn’t home. I could go out 
to the house and get my things, I decided. 


Besides clothes, I needed money right 


away, and there was almost fifty dollars 
hidden away in my hat box. 

When we turned down our block I asked 
the cab driver to drive slowly. Our car 
was parked in the driveway, but the house 
was dark, so I decided to go in. Harry had 
probably gone out somewhere with Chad. 

When I opened the door the sweet smell 
of roses filled the room and seemed to 
envelope me. My hand found the lamp 
switch and when the soft light snapped on 
I gasped with surprise. A large bouquet 
of red roses was sitting on the coffee table. 
Leaning against the vase was a white card, 
The scrawl was Harry’s, and the message 
read, “Welcome home Darling!” 

The card dropped to the floor as I froze 
in fright—there was a strangling sort of a 
sound coming from our bedroom. Listen- 
ing closer I realized it was actually more 
of a sob. I tiptoed down the hall and 
peeked in the room. My heart almost 
stopped beating when in the dim light I 
saw a form lying across the bed. “Harry?” 
My voice was weak and uncertain, and | 
called again before he heard me. “Harry?” 

The sounds ceased and Harry half sat 
up. In the shaded lamplight his face ap- 
peared puffy and ruddy like it had the 
night before at the hospital. He must have 
been crying even then, I thought suddenly. 

When he saw me Harry gave a strangled 
cry and leaped to his feet. Then I was in 
his arms. “Shirley, you’re home! Where 
have you been? I’ve been out of my mind 
with worry. I thought you had left me.” 

Dazed. I threw my arms around my hus- 
band’s neck. His arms made me feel so 
safe—TI wanted to stay in his embrace for- 
ever. Did he really want me, though? My 
mouth was dry, and the words sort of 
cracked their way out. “Harry, do you 
want me to stay? I just came to get my 
things.” 

Harry groaned. “Shirley. I’ve been such 
a fool. All these months I’ve been taking 
my spite out on you, blaming you for 
things that were my fault. I even blamed 
you because the baby died. Will you be- 
lieve me when I say I’m sorry? Will you 
forgive me?” 

Harry and I looked searchingly into 
each other’s eyes. The things we were each 
hoping to find were there waiting to be dis- 
covered—love. forgiveness, and one very 
important thing—understanding. Our 
hearts recognized what our eyes were say- 
ing, and there was no need for further 
words. 

Our marriage is a happy one now. For 
one thing, we have learned to talk to each 
other, to express our feelings, our likes 
and dislikes. and to respect the other per- 
son’s opinions. We make decisions to- 
gether, and we work together instead of 
pulling in opposite directions as we did 
before. I have learned to have fun and 
to enjoy our friends. We have been blessed 
with two children and at last our house is 
truly a home, and not “just a collection of 
rooms,” as Harry once said. 


THE END 
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She Can’t Be Our Mother 


(Continued from Page 29 
BY fo] 


I snapped, my anger rising. 

“Aw, Amy, quit blowing your top,” Mike 
argued. “I didn’t care about the Fair. It’s 
just that I’ve been thinking about us late- 
ly. I'll graduate in January and then Pop 
will put me on steady at the station. An- 
other year and you'll be through school 
too, and if I save like crazy till then we’ll 
have enough to get married. If 
father’s married you'll be free to leave 
then. right away. Otherwise you'll still be 
stuck here. And honest, Amy, it’s going 
to be tough enough waiting that long. 
Sometimes even now—well, when I’m kiss- 
ing you it just isn’t enough. Don’t you 
see, honey?” Coaxingly Mike pulled me 
toward him. 

But his eager lips on my throat only 
sent a flame of anger whipping through 
me and I pushed him away. How could 
he be so completely unfeeling. thinking 
only of himself? Why couldn’t he under- 
stand just a little how miserable and ter- 
ribly hurt I was? Suddenly all the rebel- 
lion and terror that had been building up 
in me all day began to explode. 

“You don’t care a bit about how I feel,” 
I told him furiously. “All you think about 
is yourself, what you want.” 

Mike’s face darkened beneath his tan 
skin. “So what’s wrong with wanting to 
get married soon as we can? You can’t 
expect a guy to hang around forever. 
(my.” 

First my father had shocked and _ be- 
trayed me. and now Mike. . . . Suddenly I 
felt as alone and lost as if I were drown- 
ing. As I fought back ths sobs that tore 
at my throat I said recklessly, “Maybe I 
don’t care whether you wait or not.” Then 
I was out the car. running back to the 
house, ignoring the urgent plea Mike 
called after me... 

If I’'d been older that day my father 
came home after his operation and told me 
a nurse he’d met in the hospital was com- 
ing to visit us next Sunday, I might have 
guessed what was happening. Instead, I 
was so glad to have him home that right 
away I thought I'd invite Mike too and I 
hegan to plan what I’d fix for dinner. 

I cleaned house real good on Saturday, 
and early Sunday I set biscuits and made 
a pie. Miss Fielding drove out from Bed- 
ford in a beat-up two-door at noon. She 
had curly brown hair and dark eyes, and 
when she took off her coat she looked real 
pretty in her pink dress. Dad introduced 
us proudly: 

“Betty, I want you to meet my son, Phil. 
He’s six. And this is my daughter, Lynn. 
She’s twelve. And here’s Amy. She keeps 
us all going, don’t you, honey?” 

I felt my cheeks flush with pride. “If 
you say so. Daddy. Miss Fielding, this is 


your - 


my friend, Mike Brenner.” After I'd in- 
troduced Mike I excused myself and hur- 
ried into the kitchen to dish up dinner. 

Mike looked so handsome sitting next 
to me at the table in his plaid sport shirt 
and brand new slacks. I thought proudly 
later on, and happily I knew the roast was 
done just right and my biscuits were light 
and fluffy. Phil was on his best behavior, 
and even Lynn. who sometimes got balky 
when I told her to do things. jumped right 
up after we through eating and 
helped with the dishes while Dad took 
Miss Fielding outside and showed her the 
lake and the new cabin he was building. 

Miss Fielding had admired the house 
and praised my dinner real friendly like, 
but she had to be back at the hospital by 
four and after she’d driven off I honestly 
never thought I’d see her again. I figured 
Dad was just being nice to her for her 
taking such good care of him when he 


were 


was in the hospital. 

Later that night. when Mike took me 
for a ride and we parked in our favorite 
place and I rested my head on his strong, 
young shoulder. I hadn’t a trace of fear 
about anything. And when his warm, eager 
lips closed over mine, happiness bubbled 
up in my heart like pink champagne. 

But the next Saturday I knocked Dad’s 
billfold onto the floor while I dusted his 
dresser. When I picked it up I saw Ma- 
ma’s picture was gone. In its place a 
snapshot of Miss Fielding in her nurse’s 
uniform smiled out at me. I stared at it 
unbelievingly. Where was Mama’s picture 
that he always carried? Why would he do 
such an awful thing? 

Then Dad called from the bedroom 
door: “My cigarettes in there, Amy?” 
With Lynn playing the radio full blast I 
hadn’t heard him come in the house. 

I was so stunned I couldn’t say any- 
thing. but soon as he saw the opened biil- 
fold he came into the bedroom. “So you’ve 
found Betty’s picture! I’ve been meaning 
to talk to you about her, Amy, only first I 
wanted you two to get to know each other 
better. I know it’s happened sudden-like, 
but I couldn’t be surer if it had taken ten 
years. Betty’s a fine woman and she’s had 
a rough time of it. She’s not a kid any- 
more, Amy. She needs a home. and she 
don’t care that we’re stuck way out here 
or that I don’t make much money. Some- 
how, God only knows why. she loves me.” 

Dad’s voice husked up, and there was 
a new, proud light in his eyes that made 
him seem younger, almost like a stranger. 
“Think of it, girl, what it will mean to 
have a woman in the house again.” 

I stared at him as if he’d lost his mind. 
“You don’t mean you’re going to marry 
her.” My voice was shaky with protest. 


“Sure, honey. That’s just what I'm tell- 
ing you.” He slipped his arm about my 
shoulder, smoothed my hair with his work- 
roughened hand. “Aren’t you glad for 
your daddy?” 

“Glad?” I almost screamed the word. 
“Why should I be glad to have someone 
move in and start bossing us? Anyway 
we don’t need anyone to take care of us. 
You always said my cooking is as good as 
Mama’s. And I keep the house clean, don’t 
I, and iron your shirts nice—” 

“Amy, Amy, wait now.” Dad patted my 
shoulder soothingly. “You’ve taken mighty 
good care of us and I’m not forgetting it. 
But it’s more than that, don’t you see? A 
man needs a wife.” 

“What about poor Mama,” I mumbled 
bitterly. 

Dad sighed. “Amy, I loved your mother 
much as any man could, but she’s gone 
two years now. You can’t live with only 
memories. Please, Amy, give yourself time 
to know Betty and you'll love her like I 
do.” 

I couldn’t hold back my tears any 
longer. “I don’t want to love her. I hate 
her for making you forget Mama.” 

I ran blindly out of the house to our 
hideaway back of the tool shed. How could 
Dad talk like that, I sobbed over and over. 
Trembling, I opened the locket I always 
wore with Mama’s picture inside. As I 
stared at her sweet face I thought back to 
when Pa had moved us out to Minnesota 
from Chicago... 


p*? HAD BEEN purely on his own 

since he was a kid. After Ma and he 
were married they saved till they could 
buy our land on Green Lake and turn it 
into a summer resort for city folks. A 
job like that takes money, so Dad had to 
go at it real slow. The year he’d finished 
his third cabin and I was twelve. Mama 
got a stroke that kept her in a wheel chair 
the remaining two years of her life. But 
she never complained and patiently and 
thoroughly she taught me how to bake and 
cook and sew and wash and iron, until by 
the time she died I was as good a house- 
keeper as she’d ever been. 

Our only living re!ative, Dad’s sister, 
Martha Thomas, whose husband was a 
hopeless invalid in a big Chicago veteran’s 
hospital, came out for the funeral. A fter- 
wards she told Dad, “Wally, I’d give any- 
thing if I could stay here and help you, but 
with Albert flat on his back, my weekly 
visits are the only thing the poor soul has 
to look forward to.” 

“We'll manage, Martha,” Pa assured 
her. “Amy’s practically run the house 
ever since Betty took sick.” 

Aunt Martha patted my hand. “That’s 
what I’m counting on. Poor Betty was al- 
ways a wonderful manager and Amy’s 
grown just like her. Only it seems like it’s 
making a woman of her before she’s had 
time to be a girl.” 
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\{ nt Martha went home, in spite 
th ful loneliness of missing Mama, I 
somehow. Dad got his usual 
b at the logging camp to help 
ut. and Phil, Lynn and I carried our 
three miles to the school bus 
stop every morning the roads were pass- 


luncl ils 


Green Lake thirteen miles from 
Bed fo nd during the long, harsh win- 
tel et in our part of the state we 
wert en as cut off as if we lived at the 
North Pole. But maybe that only drew 
us all closer together. With no boys to 
pla Phil followed me around like 
1 pup In spite of occasional flare ups, 
Lyn < to me too. and no matter how 
tired I got of always cooking and scrub- 
word of praise from Dad was 
enol » make my heart sing. 

[ even felt smarter than the girls at 
had to ask permission to do 
decisions. like 
roceries in town just like a 
ero or asking Mike out to dinner 
withot king Dad first. Put a hammer 
or Dad’s hands and he’d do a 
better than most men. but Mama had 
ilwa | he wasn’t much good with 
word managing things. With her gone. 


was 


made my own 


he 1 ke a lost soul. only too willing 
to Ie most things to me. 

Eve hile old Granny Fullstaff stayed 
with 1 hen Dad had his hernia oper- 


itiol ie’'d let me run things my way. But 


\ hy are you crying? What did 
Dadd Lynn was standing in front 
of me eyes wide with wonder, while 
Phil ta d at her side. 


Like bursting of a dam my words 


tumbl t, seared and hurt and jumbled. 


Whe a sob stopped me, Lynn whis- 
pered hopefully, “But maybe she'll be nice, 
An e’s kinda pretty and she brought 
Phil don’t you remember?” 

“Nice [ fought back the lump in my 
thro Remember how Dad made you 
put 7 out the house while she was 
here Vell. that’s cause she’s allergic 
to ¢ [f she marries Dad you'll never 
get t lommy in the house again, not 
ven it iter. Most likely Dad’ll make 
you get 1 of him.” 

I t Tommy right after Mama died. 
She’ 1 all the love in her growing 
bo the big cat. Now, the very 
tho losing him started her crying. 
“Oh (my. Daddy wouldn’t do that.” 

\ 1 know. He took Mama’s pic- 
ture ! put hers in his billfold didn’t 
he that shows who he likes best 
no 

On rted I was like a snow slide 
raci 2 mountain, “And, Phil, you 
know | you hate baths. She’s a nurse 
and she'll make you wash all the time.” I 
can’t ber now all the childish, hor- 
rib] my fear made me say. I know 
onl hen I'd finally exhausted my- 


self. Phil was clinging to me like a scared 
chick. and Lynn was crying. “Oh, Amy. 
what can we do?” 

“We can show Pa we don’t want her 
here. That it’s not fair to poor Mama’s 
memory.” My voice was hard. determined. 
“Just see that you two back me up with 


Dad, that’s all.” 


HAT NIGHT at supper Dad ate like 

he couldn’t taste anything. When final- 
ly he’d finished he said quietly. “All right, 
everybody, let’s have a little talk. By the 
way you're all acting I guess Amy’s been 
sounding off. Now there isn’t any reason 
why any of you shouldn’t want Betty com- 
ing here... .” 

Lynn’s abrupt outburst of tears choked 
him off. “Why. Lynn honey. what is it? 
Tell me—” But Lynn only shook her head 
and ran up to her bedroom. In a minute 
Phil followed calling after her plaintively. 

“Amy. for God’s sake what you’ve been 
telling them.” Dad demanded. 

“Nothing but the truth—about you and 
Miss Fielding. Lynn doesn’t want her 
coming here. neither does Phil. None of 
us do.” I said the words clearly. boldly. 

Dad looked at me as if he couldn’t 
believe his ears and an angry flush dark- 
ened his wind-burned skin. “Now that’s 
just enough, girl.” he said warningly. 
“Maybe you’re getting too big for your 
britches. but just you remember I’m still 
boss around here.” He stood up. clenched 
his big hands on the back of the chair as 
if he were going on. But then with a 
muttered oath he banged out of the house. 
A little while later, his car headed down 
the drive. 

He’s going to see her, 1 thought bitterly. 
That’s why he’d been driving into town so 
often lately. only I'd been too dumb to 
catch on. 

When I finished the dishes I went up- 
stairs into Pa’s room where I’d kept every- 
thing exactly the same as Mama had left 
it. Tears stung my eyes as I opened her 
closet and smoothed the faded _ house- 
dresses hanging there. A flame of stub- 
born, jealous anger seared over me when I 
thought of that Miss Fielding throwing 
them out. hanging her clothes in their 
place: her pillow beside Dad’s on the big 
bed. My heart was aching when finally I 
turned and went into Lynn’s room. 

With an icy. hate-filled fear I sat down 
beside Lynn on her bed. As if I were 
painstakingly teaching her and Phil some 
important lesson for school I deliberately 
went over all the things I’d warned them 
about that morning. 

Afterwards. I hurried to get ready for 
Mike, firmly believing that when I told him 
everything he’d surely understand how ter- 
rible I felt and comfort me. But now as I 
slammed the kitchen door shut and heart- 
brokenly climbed the stairs to my room I 
was so hurt and shaken by him all I could 
do was wish desperately I'd never even 
heard of Miss Fielding’s name. 


Dad was already out working on the new 
when I came downstairs the next 
morning. I’d just finished putting a cake 


cabin 


in the oven when a car drove in. Phil 
rushed to the window. “It’s that nurse 
lady.” he called excitedly. 

“Oh, Amy. what’s she come for now?” 
Lynn whispered fearfully. 

“Probably Dad told her to. Now just 
don’t forget what I told you two and re- 
member to stick by me whatever I say.” I 
warned as I nervously went to the door. 

“Good morning, Amy. May I come in?” 
Miss Fielding smiled as she stepped inside 
the kitchen. “My it smells good. Baking 
something?” 

T nodded curtly while Phil moved closer 
to me and Lynn twisted the ruffle on her 
dress. 

As she stared at our unsmiling faces 
her own smile faded and she cleared her 
throat uncertainly. “Children. you mustn’t 
be afraid of me. Why we’re the four peo- 
ple who love your father most in the whole 
world. But he was so upset last night it 
broke my heart. That’s why I’m here. I 
know you all want him to be as happy as 
possible, just like Ido. I thought maybe if 
we had a little talk by ourselves we could 
understand things better.” 

“There’s nothing to understand. Miss 
Fielding.” I said coldly. “We get along 
fine the way we are. And Dad—well. he 
was always all right till you came.” 

“Amy. that isn’t true. Your father’s still 
a young man. He needs a wife. a life of 
his own. It’s only natural for you to resent 
me at first, but I don’t want to take your 
mother’s place. Nobody can do that. I just 
want to make a home for all of you. I 
don’t have any children of my own. You 
could give me so much more than I could 
possibly give you, don’t you see?” 

Suddenly she knelt beside Phil, slipped 
her arm around his chubby body. “You'd 
like to be my little boy wouldn’t you, 
Phil?” she begged. 

She couldn’t have possibly said anything 
more sure to raise Phil’s stubbornness for 
he hated any reference to his being the 
baby of the family. Now he jerked away 
from her. 

“No. I’m not a little boy. I’m a big 
boy and we don’t want you here. We want 
you to go home.” 

“Phil!” Dad stood in the door, his eyes 
blazing. 

“T don’t care,” Phil screamed as he ran 
out of the kitchen, “she can’t be our 
mother.” 

When Dad started after him Miss Field- 
ing said quickly, “Wait, Wally. He’s just 
a baby. He’s all upset now.” 

“He’s old enough to learn he can’t talk 
like that,” Dad told her grimly as ke 
started up the stairs after him. When he 
came down a few minutes later, we could 
hear Phil howling from his spanking. 

“I’m sorry for that, Betty. I don’t know 
what got in the kid,” Dad apologized. 
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“[ guess it's most my fault, Wally. I 
couldn’t sleep last night thinking. I fig- 
ured if I had a little talk alone with the 
children . Well. I guess I was wrong. 
I've only seemed to make things worse.” 
She slipped back into her coat. 

“Wait. Betty. We'll get this nonsense 
settled right now.” Dad caught her arm 
but gently she freed herself. “Not now, 
Wally. Best let things simmer down first.” 

Dad followed her out to the car and 
stood talking for a long while with her 
before she drove off. I thought for sure 
he would kick up a storm when he came 
back to the house. but he never even let 
on anything had happened. All the next 
week though he hardly said a word. He 
wasn’t mean or anything. It was more like 
he was thinking about something so im- 
portant he didn’t have time for anything 
else. but I sure didn’t fail to point out to 
Phil how Miss Fielding was really to 
blame for Dad spanking him. Otherwise, 
Pa was so easy going he’d never raised a 
hand to us. 


\ IKE DIDN’T drive out or even call 
“up that Sunday. and when I saw him 
at school on Monday I only said “Hi.” 
without stopping to talk or anything. Just 
veing his big. sweater-clad figure made 
my heart skip, but stubbornly I told my- 
elf I wasn’t going to make up with him 
util he apologized for being so selfish, for 
hurting me so. 

When Pa stayed home the following 
Saturday night. I felt a thrill of triumph. 
He’d never mentioned Miss Fielding all 
week and now he wasn’t even going in to 
town to see her! I thought hopefully that 
now maybe things would be just the same 
asthey always were, and when Mike found 
out about it, he’d see how wrong he’d been 
too and be sorry. It was only a week since 
he'd last driven out to the house but al- 
rady it seemed like a year, I missed 
him so. 

But early Sunday Dad got a long dis- 
tance call. When he finished talking his 
fae was white. “Your poor Aunt Martha 
died of a heart attack at work. I’ve got 
to go to Chicago right away. With Al in 
the hospital there isn’t anyone else to take 
charge of things.” 

While I packed his old suitcase Dad 
itove over to the Fullstaff’s farm to get 
Granny Fullstaff to stay with us while he’d 
be gone. But he came back alone. “They’ve 
got measles. Nobody can come in or out.” 
he told us worriedly. 

Now was my big chance to show him 
ve could take care of ourselves! “But. 
thy worry? We're not afraid, Dad. We'll 
tein school all day, and I can get one of 
he girls in my class to come stay with 
is nights.” 

“That’s 


in't right, 


still just another kid, Amy. It 
but I just don’t know anyone 
tke who’d come stay way out here.” 


“Oh. Dad. please. We'll be fine,” I 


“axed urgently. “The refrigerator’s load- 





ed. and there’s plenty logs no matter how 
cold it gets. And if anything should hap- 
pen we’ve got a phone.” 

Dad sighed helplessly. 
But 
Miss Fielding’s phone number. 
out of town on a case but she should be 
back by If you need help for any- 
thing. call her. If she 
isn’t reach her at the 
hospital. Okay?” 

“Okay. Dad.” I promised reluctantly. 
But secretly I could just see myself calling 
that woman for anything. 


“All right, Amy. 
I'll write down 
She’s been 


I hope you're right. 


now. 
promise me you'll 
at 


home you can 


MM ONDay MORNING the. weather 
changed. making us wear wool 


scarves and mittens as we hiked to the 
school bus. I kept thinking about Dad 
all day at school. about all the things 


he’d have to see to for poor Aunt Martha. 

Carol Decker from school 
with us to spend the night, and to keep 
Phil’s mind off Dad being gone, I made 
hot chocolate for supper and let Lynn 
make fudge later The next morning 
Phil threw up after breakfast. and I fig- 
ured he’d upset his stomach with too much 
candy and hot chocolate. so I gave him a 


came home 


on. 


big glass of hot water with a pinch of salt 
in it. Mama had always said that would 
either settle your stomach or bring up the 
rest of what Then I 


sent Lynn on to school with Carol, and I 


was bothering you. 


stayed home with Phil. 

But when he still felt nauseated at lunch 
time I took his temperature. When I saw 
fever I got 
Mama always declared it was better to be 
safe than sorry. so I telephoned Dr. Isoe 
in town. His housekeeper told me he’d 
driven way out to Cross Corners on a call 
and that his waiting already 
jammed with patients. But soon as he was 
free she’d have him come out and see Phil. 
I felt some easier when I hung up. 

When Lynn got home from school that 
afternoon she told me Carol couldn’t come 


he was running a worried. 


room was 


again tonight. “Say is Phil still sick?” 
she asked stomping the slush from her 


boots for had started snowing around 
one. 

“T called the doctor. 
see him so you don’t have to worry,” I 


quickly 


I was concerned myself. 


He’s going to come 


assured her not wanting her to 
know 

The 
couldn’t see the drive by four. 
the 


the wind howled around the 


snow kept coming down so you 


As I anx- 


iously watched out window for the 


doctor’s car. 


house sending icy gusts under the door. 
When I piled more logs on the fire. Phil 
began to whimper. “It hurts. Amy, right 


here it hurts.” His face was drawn tight, 
and he was holding his side. 


After 


on the couch 


In a moment he was sick again. 
he’d vomited I laid him back 
and covered him. 

“Amy, long as the doctor hasn’t come 


yet, you'd better call that lady like Daddy 
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\fter Aunt Martha went home, in spite 
of the awful loneliness of missing Mama, I 
did manage somehow. Dad got his usual 
winter job at the logging camp to help 
out. and Phil, Lynn and I carried our 
lunch ls three miles to the school bus 
stop ¢ morning the roads were pass- 


Green Lake was thirteen miles from 
Bedford. and during the long, harsh win- 
ters cet in our part of the state we 
re o as cut off as if we lived at the 
North Pole. But maybe that only drew 
us all closer together. With no boys to 
Phil followed me around like 
1 pup} In spite of occasional flare ups, 
Lynn clung to me too. and no matter how 
»t of always cooking and scrub- 
bing e word of praise from Dad was 
enough to make my heart sing. 

I even felt smarter than the girls at 
High. They had to ask permission to do 
thing [ made my own decisions. like 
croceries in town just like a 
crov or asking Mike out to dinner 
king Dad first. Put a hammer 

Dad’s hands and he’d do a 
better job than most men. but Mama had 
alwa iid he wasn’t much good with 
words or managing things. With her gone. 
a lost soul. only too willing 
to le most things to me. 

Eve tile old Granny Fullstaff stayed 
hen Dad had his hernia oper- 
ation e’d let me run things my way: But 


without 


oO! Say I! 


he wa liKé 


(my. why are you crying? What did 
Lynn was standing in front 
of me. her eyes wide with wonder, while 
Phil ed at her side. 

Like the bursting of a dam my words 
it, seared and hurt and jumbled. 
When finalis 
efully, “But maybe she'll be nice, 

kinda pretty and she brought 
Phil candy. don’t you remember?” 

“Nice!” TI fought back the lump in my 
throat Remember how Dad made you 
out the house while she was 

that’s cause she’s allergic 


a sob stopped me, Lynn whis- 


here ? Well 
to [f she marries Dad you'll never 
ret to have Tommy in the house again, not 
even nter. Most likely Dad’ll make 
you get rid of him.” 

Ly1 tt Tommy right after Mama died. 
She’d poured all the love in her growing 
Now, the very 
thought of losing him started her crying. 
“Oh. no, Amy, Daddy wouldn’t do that.” 

“A lot you know. He took Mama’s pic- 
ture out and put hers in his billfold didn’t 
he? Well, that shows who he likes best 


bod » the big cat. 


Once started I was like a snow slide 
a mountain, “And, Phil, you 
know w you hate baths. She’s a nurse 
and she'll make you wash all the time.” I 
can’t remember now all the childish, hor- 
rible thi 


racing de 


; my fear made me say. I know 
only tl when Id finally exhausted my- 


mh 8) 


JO 


self. Phil was clinging to me like a scared 
chick. and Lynn was crying, “Oh. Amy. 
what can we do?” 

“We can show Pa we don’t want her 
here. That it’s not fair to poor Mama’s 
memory.” My voice was hard. determined. 
“Just see that you two back me up with 


Dad, that’s all.” 


HAT NIGHT at supper Dad ate like 

he couldn’t taste anything. When final- 
ly he’d finished he said quietly. “All right, 
everybody, let’s have a little talk. By the 
way you're all acting I guess Amy’s been 
sounding off. Now there isn’t any reason 
why any of you shouldn’t want Betty com- 
ing here...” 

Lynn’s abrupt outburst of tears choked 
him off. “Why, Lynn honey. what is it? 
Tell me—” But Lynn only shook her head 
and ran up to her bedroom. In a minute 
Phil followed calling after her plaintively. 

“Amy. for God’s sake what you’ve been 
telling them.” Dad demanded. 

“Nothing but the truth—about you and 
Miss Fielding. Lynn doesn’t want her 
coming here. neither does Phil. None of 
us do.” I said the words clearly. boldly. 

Dad looked at me as if he couldn’t 
believe his ears and an angry flush dark- 
ened his wind-burned skin. “Now that’s 
just enough, girl.” he said warningly. 
“Maybe you're getting too big for your 
britches. but just you remember I’m still 
boss around here.” He stood up. clenched 
his big hands on the back of the chair as 
if he were going on. But then with a 
muttered oath he banged out of the house. 
A little while later, his car headed down 
the drive. 

He’s going to see her, 1 thought bitterly. 
That’s why he’d been driving into town so 
often lately: only I'd been too dumb to 
catch on. 

When I finished the dishes I went up- 
stairs into Pa’s room where I’d kept every- 
thing exactly the same as Mama had left 
it. Tears stung my eyes as I opened her 
closet and smoothed the faded house- 
dresses hanging there. A flame of stub- 
born. jealous anger seared over me when I 
thought of that Miss Fielding throwing 
them out, hanging her clothes in their 
place; her pillow beside Dad’s on the big 
bed. My heart was aching when finally I 
turned and went into Lynn’s room. 

With an icy. hate-filled fear I sat down 
beside Lynn on her bed. As if I were 
painstakingly teaching her and Phil some 
important lesson for school I deliberately 
went over all the things I’d warned them 
about that morning. 

Afterwards, I hurried to get ready for 
Mike. firmly believing that when I told him 
everything he’d surely understand how ter- 
rible I felt and comfort me. But now as I 
slammed the kitchen door shut and heart- 
brokenly climbed the stairs to my room I 
was so hurt and shaken by him all I could 
do was wish desperately I’d never even 
heard of Miss Fielding’s name. 


Dad was already out working on the new 
cabin when I came downstairs the next 
morning. I'd just finished putting a cake 
in the oven when a car drove in. Phil 
rushed to the window. “It’s that nurse 
lady.” he called excitedly. 

“Oh, Amy. what’s she come for now?” 
Lynn whispered fearfully. 

“Probably Dad told her to. Now just 
don’t forget what I told you two and re- 
member to stick by me whatever I say.” I 
warned as I nervously went to the door. 

“Good morning, Amy. May I come in?” 
Miss Fielding smiled as she stepped inside 
the kitchen. “My it smells good. Baking 
something?” 

I nodded curtly while Phil moved closer 
to me and Lynn twisted the ruffle on her 
dress. 

As she stared at our unsmiling faces 
her own smile faded and she cleared her 
throat uncertainly. “Children. you mustn’t 
be afraid of me. Why we’re the four peo- 
ple who love your father most in the whole 
world. But he was so upset last night it 
broke my heart. That’s why I’m here. I 
know you all want him to be as happy as 
possible, just like I do. I thought maybe if 
we had a little talk by ourselves we could 
understand things better.” 

“There’s nothing to understand. Miss 
Fielding.” I said coldly. “We get along 
fine the way we are. And Dad—well. he 
was always all right till you came.” 

“Amy. that isn’t true. Your father’s still 
a young man. He needs a wife. a life of 
his own. It’s only natural for you to resent 
me at first. but I don’t want to take your 
mother’s place. Nobody can do that. I just 
want to make a home for all of you. I 
don’t have any children of my own. You 
could give me so much more than I could 
possibly give you, don’t you see?” 

Suddenly she knelt beside Phil, slipped 
her arm around his chubby body. “You’d 
like to be my little boy wouldn’t you, 
Phil?” she begged. 

She couldn’t have possibly said anything 
more sure to raise Phil’s stubbornness for 
he hated any reference to his being the 
baby of the family. Now he jerked away 
from her. 

“No. I’m not a little boy. I’m a big 
boy and we don’t want you here. We want 
you to go home.” 

“Phil!” Dad stood in the door, his eyes 
blazing. 

“T don’t care,” Phil screamed as he ran 
out of the kitchen, “she can’t be our 
mother.” 

When Dad started after him Miss Field- 
ing said quickly, “Wait, Wally. He’s just 
a baby. He’s all upset now.” 

“He’s old enough to learn he can’t talk 
like that,” Dad told her grimly as he 
started up the stairs after him. When he 
came down a few minutes later, we could 
hear Phil howling from his spanking. 

“I’m sorry for that, Betty. I don’t know 
what got in the kid,” Dad apologized. 
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“T guess most fault, Wally. I 
couldn’t sleep last night thinking. I fig- 
ured if I had a little talk alone with the 
children . . . Well. I guess I was wrong. 
I've only seemed to make things worse.” 
She slipped back into her coat. 

“Wait. Betty. We'll get this nonsense 
settled right now.” Dad caught her arm 
but gently she freed herself. “Not now, 
Wally. Best let things simmer down first.” 

Dad followed her out to the car and 
stood talking for a long while with her 
before she drove off. I thought for sure 
he would kick up a storm when he came 
back to the house. but he never even let 
on anything had happened. All the next 
week though he hardly said a word. He 
wasn’t mean or anything. It was more like 
he was thinking about something so im- 
portant he didn’t have time for anything 
else. but I sure didn’t fail to point out to 
Phil how Miss Fielding was really to 
blame for Dad spanking him. Otherwise, 
Pa was so easy going he’d never raised a 
hand to us, 


my 


\ IKE DIDN’T drive out or even call 
~"* up that Sunday. and when I saw him 
at school on Monday I only said “Hi.” 
without stopping to talk or anything. Just 
seeing his big, sweater-clad figure made 
my heart skip, but stubbornly I told my- 
self I wasn’t going to make up with him 
until he apologized for being so selfish, for 
hurting me so. 

When Pa stayed home the following 
Saturday night. I felt a thrill of triumph. 
He’d never mentioned Miss Fielding all 
week and now he wasn’t even going in to 
town to see her! I thought hopefully that 
now maybe things would be just the same 
as they always were, and when Mike found 
out about it. he’d see how wrong he’d been 
too and be sorry. It was only a week since 
he'd last driven out to the house but al- 
ready it seemed like a year, I missed 
him so. 

But early Sunday Dad got a long dis- 
tance call. When he finished talking his 
face was white. “Your poor Aunt Martha 
died of a heart attack at work. I’ve got 
to go to Chicago right away. With Al in 
the hospital there isn’t anyone else to take 
charge of things.” 

While I packed his old suitcase Dad 
drove over to the Fullstaff’s farm to get 
Granny Fullstaff to stay with us while he’d 
be gone. But he came back alone. “They’ve 
got measles. Nobody can come in or out,” 
he told us worriedly. 


Now was my big chance to show him 
we could take care of ourselves! “But. 
why worry? We’re not afraid, Dad. We'll 


be in school all day, and I can get one of 
the girls in my class to come stay with 
us nights.” 

“That’s still just another kid, Amy. It 
isn’t right, but I just don’t know anyone 
else who’d come stay way out here.” 

“Oh. Dad. please. We'll be fine,” I 


coaxed urgently. “The refrigerator’s load- 


ed. and there’s plenty logs no matter how 
cold it gets. And if anything should hap- 
pen we've got a phone.” 

Dad sighed helplessly. “All right. Amy. 
But [ll write down 
She’s been 


I hope you're right. 
Miss Fielding’s phone number. 
out of town on a case but she should be 
back by If you need help for any- 
thing. call her. If she 
isn’t at reach her at the 
hospital. Okay?” 

“Okay. Dad.” I promised reluctantly. 
But secretly I could just see myself calling 
that woman for anything. 


now. 
promise me you'll 


home you can 


NM ONDAY MORNING the weather 
= changed. making us wear wool 


scarves and mittens as we hiked to the 
school bus. I kept thinking about Dad 
all day at school. about all the things 


he’d have to see to for poor Aunt Martha. 

Carol Decker home from school 
with us to spend the night. and to keep 
Phil’s mind off Dad being gone, I made 
hot chocolate for supper and let Lynn 
make fudge later on. The next morning 
Phil threw up after breakfast. and I fig- 
ured he’d upset his stomach with too much 
candy and hot chocolate. so I gave him a 
big glass of hot water with a pinch of salt 
in it. Mama had always said that would 
either settle your stomach or bring up the 
Then I 


and I 


came 


rest of what was bothering you. 
sent Lynn on to school with Carol, 
stayed home with Phil. 

But when he still felt nauseated at lunch 
When I saw 


worried. 


time I took his temperature. 
he was running a fever I 
Mama always declared it was better to be 
safe than sorry. so I telephoned Dr. Isoe 
in town. His housekeeper told me he’d 
driven way out to Cross Corners on a call 
and that room was already 
jammed with patients. But soon as he was 
free she’d have him come out and see Phil. 
I felt some easier when I hung up. 
When Lynn got home from school that 
afternoon she told me Carol couldn’t come 
“Say is Phil still sick?” 
stomping the slush from her 
it had started snowing around 


got 


his waiting 


again tonight. 
she asked 
boots for 
one. 

“T called the doctor. 
see him so you don’t have to worry,” I 


He’s going to come 


assured her quickly not wanting her to 
know 

The 
couldn’t see the drive by four. 
the 


the wind howled around the 


I was concerned myself. 
snow kept coming down so you 
As I anx- 
iously watched out window for the 
doctor’s car, 
house sending icy gusts under the door. 
When I piled more logs on the fire, Phil 
“Tt hurts. Amy, right | 


was drawn tight, | 


began to whimper. 
£ I 

here it hurts.” His 
and he was holding his side. 


face 


In a moment he was sick again. After 
he’d vomited I laid him back on the couch 
and covered him. 

“Amy, long as the doctor hasn’t come 


yet, you’d better call that lady like Daddy 
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told you to. She’s a nurse and she can 
tell you what to do.” 

“Lynn, stop worrying so. The doctor 
can’t come till after office hours. He’ll be 
here any minute,” I told her impatiently, 
fighting back my own nervousness. 

But Dr. Isoe didn’t come, and the wind 
crew gradually worse. When Lynn turned 
on the radio we heard blizzard warnings 
part of the state. Just before sup- 
per Phil began to cry again. “Oh, Amy, it 
hurts so I can’t stand it.” 

Where. honey, tell Amy where? Swiftly 
[ knelt beside him and mopped the beads 

eat from his forehead with my apron. 

Right here. Oh, do something. Amy. 
on’t let it hurt.” 
he clutched his side his screams rose 
the roar of the wind, and his little 

dy twisted and writhed on the couch. 

[ was shaking so when I got out the 
hermometer again and took his temper- 
iture I could hardly find the reading. 
When I saw how much higher it had 
limbed a wave of panic hit me hard. 

Please. Amy. call that Miss Fielding. 
She'll tell you how to help Phil.” Lynn 

ing now too. clutching my arm 


t 


for oul 


leadingly. 

Hush. Lynn, he'll be all right.” In spite 
ords I was scared to death. I real- 
zed that the doctor probably couldn’t make 
ut here now in the storm, and no matter 
[ felt about Miss Fielding. Ud have 
ill her for Phil needed help: desper- 
tely. But when I took the phone off the 
hook the line was dead. like it often was 
luring our bad storms. A minute later the 

lights went out too. 
\s I felt my way to the cupboard to get 
dles and matches Phil’s screams grew 
louder, wilder. like an animal caught in a 


rap, and my heart climbed into my throat. 
When the flare of the candle bit into 
rkness. | could see him bent double 


ony. heard his throat rasp with the 
his screams, 

If Vd called Miss Fielding when Lynn 

inted me to. while the phone was 

ng. she could have maybe got an- 


ther doctor or told me what to do, then 
Phil ildn’t be suffering so terrible now. 


[ thought. I'd never seen anyone in such 
before. Maybe he was even dying 
[ caught back my hysterical sob. I 
frighten Lynn any more, I thought 
‘kenly. Ud always been so sure of my- 
elf, but all of a sudden I was just a terror 
kid. guilt-sick, wishing desper- 
ely that Dad were here. 
Phils screams lashed at me like a 
whip as I ran to the shed and 
tugged into my boots and coat. “You’ve 
zot plenty of candles. and the fire’ll be all 
right ll I get back. 
igl somebody’s bound to pass,” I 
old Lynn quickly. 


Oh. no, Amy, I'm too scared to stay 


I'm going to the 


lone Lynn began to sob. 
[ shook her roughly. “Stop that. You 
want e to get Phil to a doctor don’t 





you? Well. then. nothing’s going to hurt 
you here and Ill be back soon as I can.” 

Lynn’s stifled sobs and Phil's moans 
were drowned out soon as I opened the 
door to the storm. I hadn’t gone a hundred 
yards before I was fighting for my breath. 
The wind tore at my bent body with savage 
hands. Ice made my boots heavy as I 
forced each step, and I fell twice going 
down our drive. But above the roar and the 
stinging snow there was the razor-sharp 
memory of Phil’s screams to force me on. 


FTER A WHILE my eyes blurred so IT 

wasn’t sure how close to the road I 
was sticking. When I passed the bridge 
down by the creek [T was stunned to find 
I'd gone such a little ways. What if I 
can’t make it, [ thought terrifyingly. 

Finally I stopped even thinking. All that 
mattered was putting one foot ahead of the 
other. Maybe I'd been gone a half hour, 
maybe it was longer. I didn’t know any- 
more, only suddenly when I slipped and 
fell I twisted my right leg sharply beneath 
me on the ice and it hurt so terribly I 
couldn’t even move. Immediately the snow 
began to drift over me and as T stared 
helplessly at the darkness above me I be- 
gan to sob hysterically. “Oh. Phil. please 

please forgive me.” 

Then across the blinding snow there 
came a flash of light. A car skidded and 
stopped and someone fought the storm to 
my side, “Hello there. . . . Good God! It’s 
Amy!” 

I thought I was dreaming when I saw 
Miss Fielding bending over me. 

“Amy, what in the world are you doing 
out in this awful storm?” The very sound 
of her voice brought incredible relief and 
in that blessed moment she seemed almost 


like an angel to me. “Phil's sick . . . the 
phone was out and I tried to .. .” 


I couldn’t say more fer sobs began to 
wrack my frozen body. 

“There now. don’t cry. We'll go right to 
him and then everything will be all right. 
Here. grab my arm.” She pulled me to my 
feet. half carried me to the car. When 
she got in beside me she explained breath- 
lessly, “Your father stopped in Sunday and 
told me he was going away so I knew you 
kids were alone out here. When this storm 
came up and [ couldn't reach you on the 
phone I thought I'd better drive out and 
check on you. Now I’m sure glad I did.” 

I recall the rest of that night only as 
some endless nightmare. The drive to the 
house. Then the slow. treacherous trip 
back to Bedford with Phil moaning on the 
back seat. and the car skidding sicken- 
ingly with every turn of its wheels. At last 
the lights of town. almost blotted out by 
the whirling snow. The hospital waiting 
room, and then somehow Mike was stand- 
ing before me. breathless and wide eyed, 
his jacket white with snow. “Amy. I saw 
the car go by the station, turn into the 
hospital drive. What’s wrong, Amy?” 


“It’s Phil. We don’t know yet.” Was it 


really me that answered I wondered dully. 

Finally Miss Fielding coming to us, ex- 
plaining gently: “It’s Phil’s appendix . . . 
telephoning your father for permission to 
operate ...” After that the unbearable 
waiting. 

In those tortured hours a hundred scared 
thoughts raced through my mind and | 
began to see things clearer than I ever had 
before. I thought of Dad, miles away and 
sick with worry. Of his kindness and pa- 
tience with us kids. of his humbly telling 
me of wanting to marry Miss Fielding. 
Without even bothering to find out what 
kind of a person she was, I'd been mean 
and hateful to her. set Phil and Lynn 
against her. But now I knew how won- 
derfully kind and loyal she was. Only a 
very brave and loving woman would have 
done what she did that night for it was 
like taking your life in your hands to drive 
out to our place in such a storm. It was 
a pure miracle we ever made it back to 
town without landing in a snow bank. 

Suddenly I realized the way I'd been 
acting wasn’t because of my memory of 
Mama or because I loved Dad so deeply. 
Tt wasn’t real love at all. It was just some 
terrible kind of jealousy that was like an 
evil sickness, hurting everything it touched. 

As I turned away from Mike’s silent. 
tense figure and stared down at Lynn’s 
white face resting on my shoulder, I knew 
I'd been wrong about her and Phil too. If 
it hadn’t been for Miss Fielding Phil could 
have died tonight and I'd have been to 
blame. They needed someone older and 
wiser to mother them. not a smart-alee kid 
like me. 

Then underneath my fear came unbear- 
able shame and remorse. “Oh, dear God. 
please please don’t let Phil die.” I 
prayed brokenly. 

God heard my desperate prayer. When 
Miss Fielding finally came to us she was 
smiling. “It’s all over. Phil’s going to be 
fine and I’ve just phoned your father and 
told him so. Now come. I’ve got a bed 
waiting at home that’s going to feel mighty 
good to you two night owls. And, Mike. I 
guess you won’t need any rocking either 
when you get home.” 

\ lot of things have happened since that 
terrible night. Right now the dress Betty’s 
made me for my wedding is hanging in my 
closet. and Mike’s ring is sparkling proud- 
ly on my finger. In looking back, I know 
it wasn’t any snap for Betty. Dad spoiled 
us badly. and it took a lot of patience for 
her to step in and take over our ready- 
made family. For in spite of good inten- 
tions. children can’t change overnight. 

But things run smoother now. maybe 
cause we're a bit older, or maybe just 
because we've learned to love Betty like 
Dad does. Anyway she sings most of the 
time she works around the house now, and 
when I see that proud light in Dad’s eyes, I 
get a lump in my throat. When you really 
love someone I guess you want them to be 
happy more than anything on earth. 
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I've learned too just how right Vike 
was. After all we are pretty young, and 
when we move into our apartment in town 
that he’s already rented and is busy fixing 
up. I guess we'll have all we can do to 
manage ourselves without taking on addi- 
tional problems. And when we have our 


own family we'll be learning to shoulder 
the responsibilities gradually. 

That’s why every night when I say my 
prayers, I never forget to thank God for 
sending Betty to me in my hour of need 
—for letting me wake up before it was 


THE END 


too late. 





Betrayed In My Shame 


(Continued from Page 40) 


was too young to know how to fight him. 
All I could do was sit there, sobbing help- 
lessly. begging him to help me even after 
the ugliness of his words crushed the hope 
out of my heart. Staring at him. I felt dead 
and dirty but, even then, hardly recogniz- 
ing my own voice, I was saying, “You've 
got to help, Mich. You’ve got to tell me 
what to do.” 

Ronnie was crying too, trying to climb 
over the seat and his voice cracked in my 
ears as he yelled at Mitch, telling him to 
stop hurting me. “You leave my sister 
alone.” he screamed. And then he 
tumbling over the seat. huddling against 
me, his arms around my neck and his wet 
cheek pressed against my tear stained face. 

Mitch blew up then but, even as he 
reached across me, flipping the door open, 
telling me to shut Ronnie up. I knew he 
was using Ronnie as an excuse to get rid 
of me. I tried to say that but Mitch shout- 
ed me down. “I can’t talk to you with 
that kid around.” he yelled. “Besides. 
there’s not much to say anyway. I got no 
way of knowing what you do when you're 
not with me. With a crazy kid like you, it 
could be anybody. You’re always hanging 
around with Tony Marvis when you’re in 
town. How do I know it’s not him or some- 
body else?” 

“Mitch.” I screamed. “Stop it, Mitch.” 

I was out of the car then and Mitch’s 
face was just a pale blur spinning in my 
eyes. Out of that craziness, I heard him 
say heavily. “What you’d do for me. you’d 
do for somebody else too.” 

I might have answered him but I didn’t 
really know. All I knew was the vast dark- 
ness of my own soul. the harsh bite of the 
coarse sand as I slumped down, kneeling 
on the road shoulder. Faintly, I heard the 
sound of Mitch’s car as he drove away. 


was 


but it was Ronnie who was real. He 
crouched close to me, patting my shoulder. 
begging me to stop crying. “Please. 


Jeanie.” he said. Over and over, trying 
to make me look into his eyes. he said. 
“Please. Jeanie. Please stop crying.” 


OMEWAY T got hold of myself but, 

even then. I knew I was going to be 
sick and that was why I sent Ronnie back 
to the house ahead of me. Trapped in the 
misery of all that had happened. I didn’t 
realize he was all torn to pieces too and 
it wasn’t until after he’d finally gone that 


I got scared he’d tell Mama or Pa what 
he’d seen. 

Maybe he wouldn’t have told anyway if 
Pa hadn’t found him before I caught up 
with Ronnie but. by the time I'd pulled 
myself together and got back across the 
fields, Pa had Ronnie cornered against the 
barn. Long before I got to them. I could 
see Ronnie cowering back, shrinking away 
from Pa. I could hear the shrill terror in 
his voice too. He was trying to protect me, 
screaming as Pa yelled at him. “I can’t tell 
you.” Ronnie was crying. “I can’t. Pa. 
Jeanie told me not to say anything.” 

I saw Pa hit him then. slapping Ronnie 
viciously across the face and then knot- 
ting his fist in Ronnie’s belt as Ronnie 
sagged against the barn. Pa_ shouted. 
“Don’t tell me what you won’t do. I want 
to know why you come running in crying 
and I want to know what Jeanie’s been do- 
ing too. Now tell me or I'll make you wish 
you had.” 

I knew Pa was going to beat the truth 
out of Ronnie one way or but 
that wasn’t the reason I screamed at Pa 
in that twisted moment. All I was know- 
ing was the pale terror glistening in Ron- 
nie’s face. It slashed across my mind, driv- 
ing all the reason out of my brain. Crazily. 
I got to them, clawing at Pa’s arm. “Stop 
it, Pa.” I yelled. “For God’s sake, Pa, 
stop hurting him.” 

Pa whirled on me, lashing out, cracking 
the back of his hand across my mouth. He 
was cursing me then, watching me as I 
stumbled against the barn, sinking to my 
knees. Huddling there. my lips wet with 
blood. I got Ronnie into my arms but Pa 
wasn’t through with me. Reaching down, 
he grabbed my hair in his fist and jerked 
my head back. “All right now.” he said 
savagely. “You tell me.” His voice lifted. 
thundering in my ears as he tightened his 
hand. twisting my hair. “Tell me or I'll 
get it out of Ronnie. He told me a man 
hurt you. Now who was it? Who. Jeanie?” 

I couldn’t fight Pa. I couldn’t lie either. 
I knew. if I did. Ronnie was going to be 
hurt for me and it was no good in my soul. 
All I could do was beg Pa to let Ronnie 
go to the house before I let the agonized 
truth about me and Mitch come breaking 
out of my bruised, bleeding lips. 

After that, after he knew. Pa went crazy 
in himself. He dragged me into the barn, 
ripping my dress from my body. beating 


another. 
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ith a piece of a leather harness and 
elling for the curse of God to burn me in 
in. I heard those insane words crashing 
nto my mind as I cowered on the cold 
dampness of the dirt floor. There was 
blood on my hands and cheeks and my 
body and legs were streaked with ugly red 
elts and Pa loomed over me like a gaunt 
black shadow, his shirt wet with sweat, 
his face contorted with rage. 

[ was blinded with pain when Pa finally 
stopped. Sobbing, whimpering like a tor- 
tured animal, I crawled to my knees. Half 

ked. the low light in the barn gleaming 

legs and shoulders, I cringed away 
Pa but all the time the brutal ham- 
his voice beat into me. He 

d me dirty, filthy names and then, 

[ lifted my head, he spat at me. “May 
God hate you for the longest night in eter- 

he whispered. He paused, sucking 

huge gulps of air, letting the leather 
trap slip from his fingers. For that mo- 
nt. he just stared at me, his face dirty, 
eat-clotted dust caked in his whisk- 
ind then. lifting his arm, wiping the 
back of his hand across his mouth, he said, 


1,1 
| 


You’re no daughter of mine.” His eyes 
wildly as he flung those bitter 


ls at me and then, letting his voice 

» until I could just barely hear him, he 
idded, “But I'll make Mitch Case pay. As 
God is my witness, Ill make him pay.” 


DID. TOO. but I know it wasn’t in 
way he intended when he left me 
ifternoon. At the time, I was too 
d and numb to even think what he 
eant to do. All I knew was the stiff tor- 
ture of my broken body. 

Out of the aching void of my mind, I 
nly dimly conscious of Ronnie com- 
ing to me after I’d crawled to my feet. But 
crazily I tried to comfort him as I leaned 

rainst the rough dirty inside wall of the 
barn. Even as I tried to wipe my face, I 
was telling him not to ery, that I was all 

[ had to fight to get those words out 
ise my throat was raw and dry. My 

twisted and matted 
against my tear-streaked face. But, seeing 
the jagged terror pounding in Ronnie’s 
eyes, I managed to get hold of myself. 
Trembling, my fingers hurting. I covered 


right 
7 
peca 


hai was loose too, 


elf with the ragged shreds of my dress 
and, taking Ronnie’s hand, whispering, 
“I’m all right, Ronnie. I’m all right,” I 


stumbled toward the house. 

[ guess it was the knowing that I’d hurt 
\lama and Ronnie almost more than I’d 
hurt myself, that forced me back to reality 


that day. Seeing Mama choking, gasping, 
her face a deathly grey color, and realizing 
that she’d been struggling in the prison of 


her frozen body to get to me and help me, 


[ tore free of the shattering pain that 
blurred my mind. In the dull shadows, I 
knelt beside her bed, forcing Ronnie to be 
still [| hegged Mom to lie back. Her 
whole body was shivering and, between the 
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racking sobs that clutched her thin shoul- 
ders, she was trying to say my name. The 
sound came out twisted, slurred and then, 
helplessly, she was crying for me. “My 
little Jeanie.” she whispered. Her eyes 
filled with shimmering tears and, lifting 
her hand, she touched the tips of her 
fingers to my face. “Oh. God,” she said. 
She tried to move then. “I got to get up,” 
she cried wildly. “I got to get up.” 

“Mama.” I begged. “Mama. stop it.” 
And. as I spoke, I leaned over her. crying, 
knowing she was killing herself. “God,” I 
prayed. “Help me. Please, please, help 
me.” 

Somehow. Ronnie and I got her quieted 
at last but, even when she slept. her frail 
body limp with exhaustion. I was choked 
and smothered with the ugly sense of guilt 
that lay over my mind. Only the sheer 
necessity of caring for Mom and Ronnie 
held me together. In their need, I found 
the strength to bathe my aching. pain- 
streaked body. My back was beaten raw 
but I got into clean clothes, brushing my 
hair, cleaning my face and touching my 
mouth with lipstick to hide the stiff cuts. 

By the time Pa got back. it was dark 
but. while he’d been gone. I'd got Ronnie 
fed and into bed. I’d got Mama to take 
some hot soup. too. but IT hadn’t touched a 
scrap of food myself. I’d been too sick to 
think of eating but T didn’t realize how 
weak I was until Pa came stalking in. 

I was alone in the kitchen with just a 
single oil lamp burning. Sitting there, 
slumped over the table. my head pillowed 
on my arms, I didn’t hear Pa drive into 
the yard and it wasn’t until he slammed 
the screen door open that I knew he was 
home. 

Lifting my head. I saw him wild-eyed, 
caught in the flickering glow of the lamp. 
It gleamed yellowish over his face. cutting 
deep black shadows around the corners of 
his mouth and under his eyes as he came 
toward me. Almost to the table he stopped 
and then suddenly. jamming his hand into 
his jacket pocket. he brought out a fistful 
of bills. Cursing, he flung them down on 
the table and then, leaning over me. star- 
ing bitterly into my eyes. he said, “Mitch 
swears you lied.” 

His mouth tightened and he went on, 
telling me that Mitch had given him the 
money not because he admitted being the 
father of the child I was going to have but 
only because he was willing to pay rather 
than let the story get around. “Mitch’s 
father goes up for office again in Novem- 
ber,” Pa said, “And. if what you told me 
is true, he'll never make it.” He paused, 
pushing the money toward me. “But I 
took the money anyway because, if Mitch 
is trying sneak out of it. you ought to at 
least be paid the way he’d pay a common 
slut.” He moved back, his eyes raking 
over me and then softly. he finished, “And 
God help you if you lied because I’m not 
through yet.” 


WAS too numb to think what Pa meant 

that night but, as the days moved on. | 
should have known he was watching me, 
wanting to see if I was hiding something 
from him. I know he turned my life into a 
crazed madness of never-ending questions 
but, in running to Tony Marvis. I wasn’t 
desperately looking for a way out and | 
thought Tony could get in touch with Joe 
for me. 

I guess it was a wild idea but my broth.- 
er, Joe, had become the only hope I had 
and all that was in my head when I finally 
got into town to see Tony. To me. that 
afternoon. Tony was the only link I had 
to Joe, and I never bothered to think how 
easily Pa had accepted my lie about going 
to town to fill a prescription for Mama’s 
medicine. I’d forgotten. too, that Mitch 
had thrown Tony’s name at me that ter- 
rible day when I told him I was pregnant. 
If I’d have thought about that. I’'d have 
probably guessed that he’d suggested the 
same thing to Pa. but I was too lost in my- 
self to go on and think that I was involving 
Tony in my troubles. 

In fact. that day, I didn’t tell Tony the 
truth. I might not have told him about Pa 
beating me either but. after I’d met him 
on the street near the Torhead Theatre. he 
drove me down to the park so we could 
talk. 

Sitting close to him. seeing the slant of 
the sun edging the turn of his face and 
knowing he was seeing the marks on my 
cheeks, the ugly dark bruise that ran down 
my arm, I couldn’t keep the truth back. 
“T just don’t know what to do. Tony.” I 
said helplessly. 

I blinked my eyes. lying when he asked 
me why Pa had whipped me. “What’s the 
difference.” I whispered miserably. “You 
know how he treated Joe.” I looked down 
then. hiding from Tony’s eyes. feeling the 
naked shame of the truth aching across my 
mind and Tony didn’t make it any easier 
by reaching out, slipping his arm tenderly 
over my shoulders. For a moment. knowing 
the ugliness of memory, I held back but 
then. hopelessly, I slumped against him, 
lying with my face on his chest. “Oh. 
Tony.” I cried softly. “I’ve got to have 
somebody to help me. You got to tell Joe 
I need him.” 

He held me for a long time, stroking my 
hair, moving the tips of his fingers over 
my cheek. Somehow, resting there. know- 
ing he could feel the welts on my back 
through the thinness of my dress. I told 
him how Pa had knocked me down, slash- 
ing me with the strap. The words came out 
full of terror and there was something 
healing in letting him share the hurt. But 
I didn’t tell him what lay between me and 
Mitch. I kept that locked in myself. 

Tony took me home with him after we 
left the park and I had supper at his house 
with him and his mother. All through the 
meal, Tony kept changing the subject 
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everytime I tried to ask about Joe. After 
we'd eaten I wanted to talk to Tony alone 
and get him to show me some of Joe’s 
letters but Mrs. Marvis took me up to her 
room. When she’d closed the door, she 
told me Tony had told her about Pa beat- 
ing me. “Let me see your back, Jeanie,” 
she said softly. 

After I'd shown Mrs. Marvis the cruel 
bruises on my body there were tears in 
her eyes. “You poor child,” she whispered 
but, seeing her crying was almost more 
than could stand. I knew I didn’t deserve 
her tears and that was why I told her I'd 
be all right if I could just get word to my 
brother. 

“Can’t you make Tony 
Joe is?” I said. I shivered, biting down 
on my lip. “You’ve just got to.” I almost 
went on from there, telling her I couldn’t 
wait very long but I caught myself, clench- 
ing my hands and just saying, “I know 
Joe would help me. He’s my brother.” 

Mrs. Marvis said she’d talk to Tony but, 
just the way she said it, I knew she didn’t 


tell me where 


know where Joe was and there was some- 


thing tight and unyielding about Tony 


when he drove me back toward the farm. 
No matter what I tried to say about Joe, he 
wouldn’t-give me a straight answer. 
Finally. after I’d got him to stop a little 
ways from our place so I could walk home 
without Pa knowing I'd been with Tony. 
I broke down. Half crying, leaning toward 
him, clutching his arm with my fingers, I 
said. “You got to tell me where Joe is. 
Don’t you see how bad T need him?” 
Tony took a deep breath. In the soft 
light of evening he looked young and he 
looked frightened too. “Wait. Jeanie.” he 
said harshly. Then, as I drew back. he put 


his hand over mine. “Believe me.” he 
whispered tensely. “I’d do anything in the 
world for you.” His fingers tightened. 


“But I can’t tell you about Joe: not right 
now.” He paused. his eyes holding me as 
I pleaded with him. Then, looking away 
from me. he said. “Give me a little time 
and don’t think I’m trying to hurt you. 
Don’t think that. Jeanie.” 

That was all I got out of Tony that night 
but, even though I didn’t find out about 
Joe until that last terrible evening. both 
Tony and his mother proved they loved 
me in those next two weeks. For one thing, 
they gave me support when I needed it 
most and Pa couldn’t very well object 
when Mrs. Marvis and Tony started drop- 
ping in to see Mama. Another thing Mrs. 
Marvis did, although I didn’t know it at 
the time or have any way of realizing 
what it would mean in the end, was to file 
acomplaint at the sheriff’s office about Pa 
heating me. 
she said she’d done it so 
that if Pa ever whipped me 


Afterwards, 
so brutally 
again she could do something to help me 


TH AT 


but, by the time the complaint came out, it 
part of the web that trapped Tony 
And all that time, 
a part of that web too. 


was just 
he and I were 
I didn’t 


and me. 
weaving 


know it because being with Tony was 
having one person in the world I could 
talk to, but the fault was mine because I 


lacked the faith to tell Tony the truth. 

I wanted to at first but somehow I knew 
Tony 
and I just couldn’t tear myself to pieces in 
his eyes. It got so I only had that left to 
cling to. but I never meant to have it come 
to the time when I’d be lost in his arms, 
beaten with the knowing that I had noth- 
that I 
did not deserve the gentle tenderness of his 


kiss. 


thought only good things about me 


ing to offer him and knowing, too, 


AWFUL MOMENT the 

night that Tony told me about Joe. He 
and his mother had come out to the house 
that evening and since Mom and Ronnie 
had gone to sleep before they left, I’d let 
Tony talk for a ride. I 
should have known by the crazy way Pa 
looked at me when he told me to go ahead 
that 3ut I didn’t 
stop to think. All I wanted to do was to get 
out of the house and away from Pa for 


came 


me into going 


something was wrong. 


awhile. 
Besides. 
had finally 


as soon as 


I’d felt all evening that Tony 
got some word from Joe and. 
we'd dropped his mother off at 
I started asking Tony about it. 
I said hope- 


their house. 
“T’ve waited as long as I can.” 
lessly. “Tf know something, 
you’ve just got to tell me.” 

Tony put me off until we’d driven down 


you Tony. 


to the park but. after we’d stopped there. 
he turned, looking into my eyes. 
things at first that didn’t mean anything. 
But I just kept shaking my head, pleading 


saying 


with him and suddenly, bluntly. he said; 
“Tt’s no good lying to you. Jeanie. It’s no 


or do 


He 


use pretending Joe will come back 
anything to help you. He won’t. 
can’t, Jeanie.” 

I shook my head helplessly. Across my 
mind, I was screaming against everything 
that Tony said. I just couldn’t believe it 
because. I did. 
nothing but the awful loneliness of the 
“No.” I said wildly. “I don’t be- 
I clenched my hands, fighting 


“T know 


“He’d come if you'd 


there was nothing left, 
future. 
lieve you.” 
to make him say what I wanted. 
Joe,” I whispered. 
just tell me how I could get in touch with 
him.” 

“Td 


have done that a long time ago if I could,” 


Tony put his hands on my arms. 

He paused and then, his 
voice aching for me, he told me that Joe 
“T know, Jeanie. The night he 
John- 


he said softly. 


was dead. 
left he was with old Johnny Wayne. 
ny was heading for California and Joe went 
with him. I got one letter from Johnny. 
He told me Joe slipped under a freight car 
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and was killed instantly. Johnny couldn’t 
do anything. It was too late. He was afraid 
to stay and identify Joe because he thought 
he’d be blamed but he wrote me. He knew 
I was Joe’s friend. I guess he thought I 
ought to know.” 

[| was staring at Tony, somehow knowing 
he was telling the truth. Crying, clutching 
it Tony’s arm, I asked him why he had 
kept it from me. “You could have told 
me.” I cried fiercely. 

Tony nodded. “I guess I should have. 
I should have told somebody.” He shifted, 
rubbing his hands together. “I was going 
to. Jeanie, but you started coming to me, 
isking about Joe and you always looked 

ared. I just lied. It seemed the easiest 
1! to do.” 

Why?” I half screamed. “Why. Tony?” 
He waited a long time, looking directly 
into my eyes and then, whispering, he said, 


1 
th 


Don’t you know. Jeanie? I just couldn’t 
1 . ” 
tand hurting you. 
[ think I did know in that moment but I 


huddered. lifting my arms, burying my 
face in my hands, sobbing hopelessly. And 
then Tony had me in his arms. I heard him 
hisper my name as he kissed my hair. I 
felt the tender touch of his fingers on my 
cheek but I was dying in my soul as I 
huddled down, shivering, blasted by the 
knowing that Joe was gone and torn to 
pieces by the knowing I had no right to 


in Tony’s arms. 


Q TRIPPED RAW in myself, tortured by 
~~ the sin I bore in my body, I might have 
told Tony then, but I never got the chance 

ise suddenly the night was split by the 
laring beam of a_ powerful flashlight. 
‘ony and I, locked in each others arms 

trapped in the blinding light and, as 
ve pulled apart, I heard the bitter rasp of 


Pa’s voice coming out of the darkness. 
[ screamed then but, before Tony could 


lo anything, I saw Sheriff Lawrence, loom- 
ing huge in the shadows. He jerked the 
ir door open on the driver’s side, reach- 
ing in, pulling Tony out of the car. As 
Tony stumbled to his knees in the grass, 


the sheriff's hand cracked across his mouth. 
lony tried to struggle up then, swinging 


vildly but the deputy with the flashlight 
erabbed his arms, jamming him brutally 
back against the car. 

By the time, I'd got my door open, the 
deputy had Tony handcuffed and, before 
[ could get to him, Pa reached out and 
zrabbed my arm. Twisting it savagely, he 
jerked me against him. In the wavering 
of light, I saw his mouth wet with 
rage, his eyes beating into me and then, 
helpless scream of pain that tore 
out of me, he cursed me. “Damn you,” he 


be im 


over the 


yelled. “It was just like Mitch said. Give 
you enough rope and you’d go right back 
to Tony.” He slapped me as I turned, 
struggling to get free and then staring 
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bitterly from me to Tony, he nodded. “All 
right, sheriff,” he said. “I’m satisfied. Lets 
get out of here.” 

It was a long time after we’d got to the 
sheriff's office at the county jail before I 
saw Tony but. in that time, I saw Mitch 
and Pa and Tony’s mother and I knew the 
ugly naked terror of being thrust into the 
shrieking emptiness of my broken life. 
Huddling down, my body stiff, my eyes 
staring crazily, I sat in a straight chair in 
the sheriff’s private office while Pa called 
me no good and, with the sheriff watching, 
he swore he’d strip the skin from my body 
if I didn’t admit that Tony was the father 
of the child I was going to have. 

“I’ve had enough of your lies,” he yelled. 
He leaned over me, his fists knotted, the 
cords in his neck pulled tight and his face 
glistening with sweat. “Now you tell me 
the truth because Mitch has explained how 
he happened to be with you that day and 
I’ve got his word that you admitted to him 
that Tony was the one.” 

With those words still screaming across 
my mind, the sheriff took over. “We know 
you asked Mitch for advice that day and 
got hysterical when he told you that you 
might just as well tell your Pa the truth 
about you and Tony.” His voice softened 
but his face was spinning in my eyes as 
he went on. “After all, Jeanie, you’re just 
a kid. You need help and we’re going to 
see that you get it.” 

He counted off the points against Tony 
then, telling me Mrs. Marvis must have at 
least guessed because she’d complained 
about how Pa treated me. “Now that’s not 
the thing a person would do without a rea- 
son and we know you and Tony have been 
together almost every day since then.” He 
stood up, shrugging, glancing from me to 
Pa. “And all of us saw enough tonight to 
guess the truth.” 

He and Pa left me to think it over then 
but there was no sense in my mind and 
nothing became real until Mitch came into 
the room. I was all hunched down but, as I 
heard the door close. I lifted my head. My 
face was streaked with tears and my eyes 
were blurred but. seeing Mitch, I felt the 
shattering blast of memory hammering 
through me. Trembling. feeling myself go- 
ing to pieces, I leaned toward him, “Oh, 
Mitch,” I sobbed. “Can’t you see what 
you're doing to me?” I dug my fingers 
into my knees, shuddering with the raw 
brutal pain as the words lifted wildly out 
of me. Inside. I felt lost. as if I was plead- 
ing with him over the torn brink of my 
soul but I couldn’t get any sense into my 
voice and, hopeless, I ended, begging, say- 
ing, “You’ve got to help me. What am I 
going to do? Please, Mitch, please.” 

“You know I can’t help you, Jeanie.” 
He paused then, going to the door to make 
sure it was fully closed. 

Then, turning back to me, he whispered, 
“Don’t be a fool.” Coming closer, he 


said it again and then he was telling me 
I had nothing to lose. “You’ve got to have 
somebody. I’m out of it but, if you'll name 
Tony. nobody will doubt you now. Think, 


Jeanie,” he whispered. “It doesn’t have 
to work out but you need Tony now. 
You’re going to have a baby. Think about 
it. It’s your last chance, Jeanie.” 

I thought about it. After Mitch left me, 
I couldn’t get my mind free. I knew Mitch 
was right. I was going to have a baby and 
alone. trapped in the frantic jumble that 
tore the sanity out of me, I could only 
look ahead, seeing Pa, seeing the nothing. 
ness that waited to chop my soul to bits, 
I wanted to die with the misery that choked 
in my throat. I wasn’t going to escape. | 
wasn’t going to be free of Pa. I wasn’t 
going to be anything if I didn’t take Mitch’s 
words and make it so that Tony had to 
marry me. 

I thought I could do it, too. I thought 
T had to do it. but T hadn’t seen Tony or 
his mother then. But I saw them when the 
sheriff came to ask me if I’d come to my 
senses. I only nodded then, too stripped in 
shame to look up and meet his eyes but, 
when he took me out into the echoing hol- 
lowness of the high, dimly-lighted hallway, 
Mrs. Marvis came to meet me. I saw her 
small. her grey hair catching the light. her 
eyes wet. She said, “Jeanie, Jeanie. for 
God’s sake, don’t lie to them.” 

She reached for me but sheriff Lawrence 
pushed her away. He walked me past Pa, 
past Mitch. The sound of our footsteps 
lifted vacantly. I heard the dry creak of 
his gun belt and then I saw Tony. coming 
up the stairway at the head of the hall. 

He stood between two deputies. His 
shirt was torn, his hair was wet with sweat 
and there was blood smeared on his cheek. 
I heard one of the deputies telling the 
sheriff that Tony had made a break. He 
grinned. “We had to get a little rough 
but he’s not hurt.” 

All that time Tony did not move. Only 
his eyes were alive and I couldn’t avoid 
them. The touch of them cut across the 
grey fog that smothered me and I knew 
he was seeing me caught naked in shame. 
Facing him, I felt alone. The sounds ir 
the hall were from another world but I 
stood in a narrow stretch of time where 
only Tony and I were real. 

The sheriff spoke then. He said, “Well. 
what did you get out of him?” 

The deputy shrugged. “Nothing.” 

It was my turn then. Sheriff Lawrence 
touching my arm, saying all he needed was 
my word. “You name him as the father of 
your child.” he said. “Ill see to the rest 
of it.” 

I nodded but I didn’t move. For a long 
time, I didn’t speak either. I knew it was 
all there. I'd prayed for a way out and 
they were giving it to me. The need to 
take it was « ripping slash of fear but, 
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maybe, just seeing fear, knowing the bitter 
taste of it, I was knowing the whole of my 
life. I was knowing Joe dead and lost be- 
cause he’d run rather than try to fight Pa. 
| was seeing myself naked in Mitch’s arms, 
trying to hide but finding nothing, just as 


Joe had found nothing. The whole twist 
of the past blurred in the hurting beat of 
my heart but, in the depths of my soul, I 
was hearing the voice of God. It came 
blended with the haunted feel of Mom’s 
love. the lost pain of Ronnie’s voice beg- 
ging me not to cry. I clenched my hands, 
shivering, torn between what I knew was 
right and what I wanted. 


r THAT INSTANT, I stood lonely with 
just the turn of a single second between 
me and the bitterness of the future but, in 
that moment, staring into Tony’s eyes, I 
fought the bitter battle of fear. Seeing 
Tony through a silvery mist, I saw him as 
he’d been when he said he couldn’t stand to 
hurt me and, suddenly, I was knowing that 
I couldn’t hurt him either. 


Lifting my head a little, gathering my- 
self, knowing I was letting go of my last 


hope. I spoke for the sheriff, for Pa and 
Mitch and Tony and his mother. “It 
wasn't Tony.” I said. “It’s no good trying 


to make me lie. I can’t.” I caught my 
breath then, the strength going out of me 
and slumping to my knees, staring up into 
the shadowy darkness, I said, “Oh, God. 
help me. Forgive me. please, please, for- 
give me.” 

That heart-broken prayer will always be 
part of my life but, in that moment of 
emptiness when I let go of fear and resent- 
ment and centered my soul in the faith of 
God, I was given back my life. I knew it 
when Tony ripped free of the deputies and 
came running to me. I knew it when he 
touched his hands to my cheeks, lifting 
my face. Going to his knees in front of 
me, he whispered, “Jeanie, don’t you 
know? Didn’t you always know?” 

I think God blessed us as we held to 
each other. He has stayed with us since 
too, giving us strength during those first 
weeks after we married and He binds us 
together as we wait for my baby to be 
born. 

Looking toward that day, I know, as 
Tony knows, that we will never be free of 
the past. We can’t be because my baby 
will be Mitch’s baby. But it will belong 
to Tony and me because Pa and the others 
never accepted the truth after Tony took 
me that day. Only Tony, Mitch and I 
know the real truth, but Tony and I have 
freed each other. Now it is Mitch who 
bears the smothering load of trapped guilt. 

Having come out of the shadow of fear 
myself, I know the uneasy torture that will 
hang over his life and I only hope that 
God will have mercy on his soul. 


THE END 
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d enough. But now that I have such a 
model re 
Oh. Tommy. that’s ridiculous,” [ inter- 
| him, “of course you’re good enough. 
(nd you’re going to win this year. Just 
h and see.” 
lommy smiled indulgently. “Thanks for 
onfidence in me.” he said. “It would 
ther nice to win. It’s not only the 
the first prize is $1,500—it’s the 
estige. the significance of winning.” 
Well, I don’t see why you shouldn’t 
[ said. “That painting you have over 
mantel, the one you call ‘Girl by the 
should win first prize in any com- 
yn.” 
know.” Tommy said slowly, after 
ef pause, “you’re very good for me, 
You really mean what you say, 
hen I talk to you I feel eleven feet 
[ almost feel like I’m as good as you 
[ am.” 
looked at me in unspoken question, 
[ answered with my eyes. He placed 


) e 


d in my upturned hand. T remem- 
nking. briefly. that it should have 
he other way around, but both of 

even then—that I was the one 
the strength. 

a few moments, we talked about 
ting tomorrow. Since I worked 
the day—and Tommy also did 

vercial illustrations and designs on 

sion from advertising agencies and 
companies, plus free-lance work— 
ild have to work on our project 
the evenings. We didn’t have too 
time. either. The deadline date for 
itting entries was much too close. 

Tommy had had the notice for several 

and I chided him for not getting 
d sooner. 
ldenly. we both realized how late it 
nd that another work day faced us 
ow. We walked back to the apart- 
ouse in silence. and parted with only 
nention of the time I would come 


( ow. 

Upstairs in 2C, Patty was back from 
rehearsal. and surprised to find me out. 
When I told her all about the events of 


ening. she was almost as excited 
] 
But don’t you kids build your hopes too 
high, now.” she said. “Tommy’s good, of 
but you know there are others who 
cood. too.” 


fommy’s the best,” I said, my eyes 


Hey. there.” Patty said. turning around 
to look at me, “is there something else be- 
sides the artist-model bit? Am I going to 
lose another roommate so soon?” 

Nothing that serious, yet.” I said. 

hing. “He is an awfully swell guy, 

h 
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“Yes, he is.” Patty said, “and as a per- 
son, one of the best, even if not as an 
artist. Uh— he’s told you, hasn’t he, that 
he has a heart condition? Nothing serious, 
I understand.” 

“No, he didn’t tell me.” I said. “He 
doesn’t talk much about himself, only his 
work. It’s a good thing he has artistic 
ability and doesn’t have to do any kind of 
heavy work.” 

“Yeah. sure is.” Patty said. 

“Think I'll try to get some sleep.” I said. 
after awhile, “although I’m so excited I 
probably won’t close my eyes.” 

“You'd better.” Patty said. “there’s work 
tomorrow. ’Night.” 

In my room. I undressed slowly, thinking 
over the events of the day. I felt all full 
and happy. There was one little nagging 
thought that fought to come to the surface. 
that I kept trying to push back. I felt that. 
through Tommy. I was realizing my own 
strong desire to be an artist. [ lay there. 
wide-eyed and awake. the whole night. I 
was almost afraid to sleep. because I was 
afraid of what T might dream. 


HE NEXT EVENING. and the many 

evenings to follow. became a regular 
routine for us. Usually after dinner. V'd go 
to Tommy’s and sit for a couple of hours 
while he worked diligently. utterly ab- 
sorbed. Still. of course. IT couldn’t see the 
work. 

Occasionally. we’d go around to Luigi’s, 
or walk in the little park across the street. 
holding hands. Tommy had kissed me. 
lightly, and had said. once or twice. that if 
we won the competition he supposed we 
should celebrate by getting married. It was 
the strangest sort of proposal. He just said 
so. matter-of-factly. and I found myself 
agreeing with him. I guess he was so 
wrapped up in his work that physical at- 
tractions were secondary. but no such con- 
siderations stopped the strange stirrings 
within me. whenever I was with him. 

We “took off” one evening. at Tommy’s 
insistence. and for diversion went to an art 
exhibit. I laughed at Tommy’s idea of 
diversion. but went happily along. He 
looked at me blankly. not having the slight- 
est idea why I was laughing. 

Then came the evening he was so deeply 
discouraged. We were only a few days 
from deadline for entry in the competition. 
Tommy had been unusually moody all 
evening. Suddenly he put down his 
brushes, walked over and sat down on the 
couch, putting his head in his hands. 

“What is it darling?” I asked quickly, 
but still not moving from my position. 

“T just can’t do it. Yvonne.” he muttered. 
“T’ll never be able to finish in time. It isn’t 
good. It isn’t what I want! Ive tried over 
and over.” 


I got up and went over to him, then. 
“Tommy,” I said softly, “this doesn’t 


sound like you. You were so sure, this | 


time. Everything was going so well. I can’t 
think why you should feel like this. Maybe 
if I looked at it, I could give you some 
suggestions. I— I couldn’t see it now, 
could 1?” 

“No!” he almost yelled at me. 

I'd never heard him speak so sharply, 
Immediately he was sorry. 

“Forgive me, Yvonne,” he begged, 
“that’s the only thing you could ask that ] 
could not let you do. You do understand, 
don’t you? It’s just that I’ve never let any- 
one see my work until it is finished.” 

“Of course I understand. dear.” I said, 
and I really did. because I thought. if | 
were painting, I’d feel the same way. If I 
were painting— For an instant, that 
strange feeling swept over me again, the 
feeling that it should be I, not Tommy or 
anyone else, standing there with the 
brushes in my hand. I quickly brushed it 
aside, sat down beside Tommy and put my 
arms around him. 

“But you must try, Tommy,” [ said. “I 
believe in you. I know your painting is 
going to be good.” 

He seemed so tired. so discouraged. If 
only I could pour some of my strength into 
him. 

\fter awhile he said. softly. “You're so 
good for me. Yvonne, so very good.” 

Then, his arms were around me. and he 
was kissing me, not at all lightly this time. 
I responded eagerly, happily. lost in the 
wonder. for this was how I knew it would 
be with him. I realized very soon. too, why 
he had always been casual before. because 
there was no stopping, now, either for him 
or for me, and we gave each other our love 
completely ... 

The next evening, just as a matter of 
habit, I guess, I put on the white silk 
blouse and went down to Tommy’s apartt- 
ment. 

“’'m glad you came, Yvonne.” he said, 
smiling. “I think I know, now, just what 
I want to do.” 

“That’s wonderful, Tommy.” I said. 

I was happy to see him in such good 
spirits, and shamelessly glad that he was 
going to finish the painting. 

“We’ve got quite a bit more to do. here, 
and there isn’t too much time. I’m afraid 
tonight is the night for a long session.” 
Tommy said. 

“T don’t mind,” I answered. “Let’s get 
started.” 

He arranged behind me the familiar 
heige velvet coverlet, and our hands 
touched, only a brief reassurance that we 
belonged to each other, but enough for the 
moment. I refused to notice that he looked 
tired and drawn, and encouraged him with 
my eyes, since I couldn’t talk, to go on. 

As Tommy had said, it was a long ses 
sion, and it was far into the night when 
he finally said, “That’s it.” 

“Are you all finished?” I asked breath 


lessly. 
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“With the sittings. yes.” he said. “There 
are just a few finishing touches, but today 
is the day, and we made it.” 

“T can hardly wait to see it,” I said. al- 
most reverently. 

“You will today,” he smiled. “The open- 
ing is scheduled for 6:30 p.m. Why don’t 
you go directly to the galleries from work, 
and meet me there?” 

“All right, Tommy,” I said, “I'll help 
you bring home your winnings!” 

He laughed and said, “Fine. See you 
tomorrow.” 

Then he turned back to the canvas. I 
wanted at least to touch him, some sort of 
communication with him, but as far as he 
was concerned, I had already gone. Quiet- 
ly. I tiptoed out of the apartment. 


LL NEXT DAY my mind was on the 

exhibition, and I was beginning to feel 
that. if I didn’t pay more attention to my 
bookkeeping. Mr. Williamson would find 
someone else who would. Then, at long 
last, the opening of the showing, and I 
finally saw— Yvonne-Regina. 

But it wasn’t me! That couldn’t be me, 
could it? That strange, awesome inter- 
pretation on canvas, with the compelling 
eyes, the triumphant glitter. Yes, it was 
I; the real Yvonne, perhaps. Did I really 
look Tike that to Tommy? I curled up on 
the inside in despair, at the thought. My 
victory turned to ashes in my mouth. 
Yvonne Regina—my middle name wasn’t 
Regina. He knew that. Regina. the 
queen—that was it of course. I had domi- 
nated him, and it was this he saw, it was 
this he put on canvas. 

h, Tommy, my heart cried out, this is 
not how I wanted it. P?’'m not like this. P’m 
not like this! 

[ waited and waited, and looked for 
Tommy. He didn’t show up, and the 
presentation was made to me in his ab- 
sence. I was in sort of a daze, as I heard 
the decision of the judges: First Prize, to 
Tommy Andrews. for the painting, Yvonne- 
Regina. Still in a sort of pained half 
awareness, I smiled and shook hands as 
people congratulated me, congratulated me 
on Tommy’s behalf. Here, I was even ac- 
cepting his praise for him! 

As quickly as I could, I slipped away. 
hurrying back to the apartment to tell 
Tommy the good news, and, above all, to 
ask the fatal question, if I realy looked like 
that to him. Finally the driver arrived at 
our apartment building. I paid him 
hurriedly, and rushed inside. 

I banged on Tommy’s door, but received 
no answer. Without really thinking, I 
turned the knob, and to my surprise, the 
door wasn’t locked. I went inside and, al- 
though it was late and almost dark in the 
apartment, I could see that Tommy was 
lying, face down and fully dressed, over 
on the couch. I rushed to his side. afraid 
that he might be ill, and tried as gently 
as possible to rouse him. He woke up 
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slowls 


reluctantly, and finally sat up al- 


most as if he didn’t know where he was. 


[ 


t 


“What— what’s the matter?” he asked 
roggily. “What time is it?” 
It’s after eight o’clock,” I said. 
He jumped up. “Eight o’clock!” he said 
vildly. “The opening! My painting-— 


Sit down for a minute,” I said, trying 
» calm him down, “and let me tell you.” 
He sat down on the couch beside me, his 


head in his hands and still seeming a bit 


onfused. “Did you go?” he muttered. 
What happened?” 

You won first prize, Tommy,” I said 
oftly. “I knew that you would. I knew 
ou were the best. Congratulations, dar- 
[ kissed him lightly, not expecting a 

e because he was still only half 


iwake, still not grasping everything that 


id ! uppened. 
ce you weren’t there,” I continued, 
they made the presentation to me. There 
yme very good criticisms. and lots of 


praise. You will hear from Mr. Nelson. 


wish you could have been there, Tommy. 


= 


“WI the matter? 


von. you know. 


hat in the world happened?” 
[t took him a while to get the full mean- 
f everything I'd said. 

You mean— I won?” he finally said. 
first prize?” 

certainly did. Tommy,” I said. 
him the check and the certificate. 
i deserved it. But why didn’t you 


le was just sitting there, staring at the 
heck almost in disbelief. Finally he 
» at me. “You did it, you know.” 
“vou won this. I— don’t know 
appened, really. I was just ex- 
1U [ guess. When I came back from 
el the painting this morning, I just 
to get a few minutes’ rest, and 

last thing I remember.” 
Oh, Tommy.” I said, immediately sym- 
‘L had no idea how tired you must 
I'll bet you didn’t sleep at all last 
ht. finishing that—” I stopped, unable 
and unable to describe the paint- 


a matter of fact, I didn’t get 
sleep last night,” he said. Then. 
Aren’t you pleased 
t] portrait ?” 

a ves. of course. I am,” I lied. “It’s 
why did you have to make her. 
1ake me so mean looking?” 
ighed. then said, “I didn’t make 
ean looking, Yvonne. I only tried to 
canvas the great personal strength 
the ability to dominate, to rule.” 
dn’t know I was like that,” I said. 
“Come on, let’s be a bit more cheerful 
n this,” he said, smiling. “After all. we 
This calls for a celebra- 


tion! And just think what this means!” 


W: 


[ tried to smile, but remembering 


Regina, it came out pretty badly. 


WERE TO find out soon, very soon, 
hat it did mean, that Tommy 


had won the competition. With his painting 
on exhibit, and the not so small degree of 
fame it brought, he began to receive offers 
and demands for his services. I was 
thrilled to pieces, but Tommy had always 
selected his subjects very carefully. Now, 
because of his successful painting, wealthy 
persons—primarily women—of both races 
wanted to be “done” by Tommy Andrews. 

It was a good thing, at this time, that 
Tommy had me to consult, because he was 
so impractical. No matter how much 
money was offered, he felt that he couldn’t 
paint a portrait unless he “wanted” to. 
Making him realize that he had a reputa- 
tion to maintain, and that he should be 
realistic, I persuaded him to accept certain 
of the offers, and stagger the work over a 
period of the next several months. 

While Tommy was at work on these com- 
missions. of course, we didn’t see each 
other as much as when I was his model. 
He looked tired and drawn, too, the lines 
around his mouth and the corners of his 
eyes becoming deeply etched. But when 
I’d ask about it, he’d laugh and say that 
if I had to look at some of the faces he had 
to look at hour after hour. I'd look tired. 
too, 

We made plans for the future. though, 
and I was able to make him understand 
that painting the portrait of a rich and 
homely woman was just as much service 
to mankind. and himself, as the painting 
of a poor and beautiful one. There was 
one woman. Mrs. Clarence Pendleton of 
Glen Cove. Long Island, whom he had just 
about decided to refuse. 

“But you can’t. Tommy,” I begged. “It’s 
not just her check. which is a very gen- 
erous one, but she can be the means by 
which you'll receive many other commis- 
sions.” 

“Ts this.what I want. Yvonne?” Tommy 
asked. looking at me strangely. 

“Oh. for heavens’ sake. Tommy.” I said. 
exasperated, “I should think it would be 
what you want. You’re an artist. aren’t 
you? What would you like to paint, barns? 
Being idealistic is very well and good. but 
it sometimes doesn’t go along with success. 
And you are successful, Tommy. Don’t you 
realize that? You are successful!” 

“Yes. Yvonne.” he said wearily. 

“And you will do Mrs. Pendleton?” I 
persisted, 

“Yes. Pll do Mrs. Pendleton.” he said. 
“but it will have to wait. I’ve received an 
offer to do a mural for the Murray In- 
dustrial Corporation.” 

“The Murray Corporation,” I gasped. 
“that’s wonderful. What kind of job is it?” 

He explained to me. in detail. just what 
they wanted. “It could be an interesting 
assignment.” he finally said, “but some 
ninny over there wants a lot of old-fash- 
ioned frills and curlecues. I tried to show 
them how it could be done, with simplicity 
of line and purity of total design. but they 
wouldn’t even listen.” 

“You are going to do it. though. aren’t 
you?” T asked. 





He grinned. “I sure am. At least it'll 
give me a chance to get away from your 
society ladies for awhile.” 

The best thing about Tommy’s work on 
the mural was that I could be with him in 
the studio while he worked—he was able 
to do the mural in sections, using a much 
larger easel than usual. Of course, | 
couldn’t see the canvas, but I could tell 
from the occasional insulting and derisive 
remarks he’d make, that he was painting 
according to the Murray people’s instruc- 
tions, 

A week later, however, Tommy’s spirit: 
plunged again. I walked in one night to 
find him sunken into a state of gloom and 
deep despair. There were dark circles 
under his soft brown eyes, and his face 
was unshaven. He looked as if he had not 
slept or eaten for days, yet I had last seen 
him only yesterday. 

“It’s the painting.” he explained darkly. 
“That damned Murray Corporation busi- 
ness. I’m an artist, not a copying machine. 
I’ve got to paint what I feel.” 

Instinctively, without even meaning to, | 
lashed out at him. “You’ve got to paini 
what people will buy. What do you expect 
to do, fill the room with landscapes and 
flower gardens and rooftops or whateve: 
meets your whim?” 

“T don’t mind them telling me what they 
want, Yvonne, the idea their trying to get 
across. But then they’ve got to let me do 
it my own way. It’s got to be my work.” 

“All right, all right. Have it your own 
way. Who needs the money? Certainly 
not you.” I said sarcastically. “Oh. Tommy. 
honey.” I added quickly, “don’t you under- 
stand? You have to give people what they 
want when you’re starting. You've got to 
create a public demand for your talents. 
Once you’ve done that, you can be any 
kind of artist you want to be and people 
will still buy your work just because it’s 
you. Nobody looks for a certain kind of 
painting by Picasso. They just want a Pi- 
casso. It'll be the same way with you one 
day. just wait and see.” 

Tommy shook his head slowly. “I gues- 
you’re right, Yvonne.” He slipped his arm 
around me. “I guess you’re always right. 
You're so good for me, you know. I guess 
it would be easier for both of us if we 
went ahead—” 

“No. Tommy,” I balked. “I don’t want 
to start marriage on a shoe-string. I don’t 
want to be one of those poor, middle-class 
women who goes out to work every morn- 
ing and drags herself in every evening too 
tired to be a good wife to her husband. I 
don’t want bargain basement dresses and 
babies and worrying about where to get 
enough money to fix the washing machine. 
No. Tommy. I see it around me every day. 
and I don’t want any part of it.” 

Slowly. his face darkened again, and his 
arm fell away from me. Quickly I gathered 
him in my arms, pulling his head to my 
bosom. “My poor darling.” I whispered. 
“T love you so much, and I want to be so 
proud of you. And we will get married. 
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honest we will. [ just think my way is the 
best way. Don’t you?” 

Tommy’s answer was a kiss—-a kiss that 
promised every thing in the world [ wanted. 
and only asked for love in return. And 
there in the quiet of the darkened room, in 
a silence devoid of even the ticking of a 
clock, I gave love as no woman ever has 
before or ever will again. ... 

Later, exhaustion fought back the feeling 
of guilt. /t has to be this way, I told my- 
self. One of us has to be strong. One of 
us has to be ruthless. I was the one. 


HE NEXT day Tommy said to me. “You 

know. it’s a shame to mess up perfectly 
good materials on a monstrosity like this. 
I’m rushing to finish this. so I won’t have 
to look at it any more.” 

“T'll be glad when it’s finished, too. 
Tommy.” I said. I looked at him closely. 
“T think you ought to take a vacation. when 
you’re through with it.” 

“Perhaps I will,” he said, quietly. then 
turning to me. “but how about Mrs. Pendle- 
ton?” 

“Oh, I’d forgotten her,” I said, “and she 
won't want to be put off. Well. perhaps 
we can see.” 

Tommy called me at the office. several 
days later, to say that he was finishing the 
last, and fiftieth, panel of the Murray 
Corporation mural, and that I should 
meet him that evening, at 6 o’clock, over 
at the Murray Building. I was just as 


excited as if it had been his first painting. 
and could hardly wait until quitting time. 
I rushed over to the Murray Building. 
thinking that I spent most of my life wait- 
ing to see Tommy’s finished paintings. 
What better way, 1 thought. sighing hap- 
pily. 

In the lobby of the building, I viewed, 
with other visitors, Tommy’s mural—the 
story in picture form of the Murray Cor- 
poration. It was a lovely work, but I felt 
that Tommy’s way would have been even 
lovelier, more dramatic, effective. 
But the Murray people were happy. and 
that was that. 

I waited and waited for 
Wouldn’t you know he wouldn't 
His absence necessitated some change in 
the ceremony. though. and I left after half 
an hour. 

One of these days, I thought grimly, 
riding home, he’s going to show up for an 
opening, if I have to bring him bodily. 


more 


Tommy. 
come? 


ACK HOME, I stopped at his apart- 
ment to find out why he hadn’t come. 
As usual, the door was unlocked. I went 
inside, calling, “Tommy?” and _ looking 
around. Then, I saw him. over by the 
easel, lying face down on the floor. 
“Tommy!” I screamed, running across 
the room and_ kneeling beside him. 
“Tommy! What’s the matter?” 
And then I touched him, and I knew 
what was the matter— Tommy was dead. 
I knew that I was still screaming, but I 


could hear no sounds. Then I realized | 
was screaming on the inside. “No, no. 
no!” I eried, calling his name, and still 
unable to realize that Tommy would not 
ever answer me again. 

Patty had told me about his heart. For 
the rest of my life I would have to re- 
member that perhaps, if I hadn’t pushed 
him so relentlessly, he might still be alive. 
And for what had I been so ambitious? I 
realized, now. how hollow and empty it all 
was. Stupidly, I thought of Mrs. Pendle- 
ton, who would never have a “Tommy 
Andrews” now. Nor would I. I seemed all 
locked up, frozen. 

Then, I glanced up at the canvas on the 
easel. It was me, only this one was differ- 
ent from the first Yvonne Regina. This was 
me, like I could have been, soft and 
gentle—the me I presented daily to the 
people who couldn’t see me. Finally, I 
understood. I cried, then, really cried— 
for Tommy, who was probably happier. 
now; for me and all my frustrations, and 
that I could never be happy again. But 
Tommy had forgiven me. That first por- 
trait, the one hanging in Nelson Galleries. 
showed all my cruel ambitions. This one. 
the second one, told me that he had for- 
given me. Could I ever forgive myself? 
They say that time heals everything and 
that is my only hope. Perhaps I will be 
able to find forgiveness for myself some 
day, but I will not ever be able to forget. 


THE END 





She knew what she 





wanted. 

And she knew what he wanted, too. 
Somebody had to give in. Somebody 
had to meet the challenge 
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Man Trap 


(Continued from Page 21) 


tion. There was nothing else to do.” 

Even the bitter disappointment I felt in 
knowing Frank was married could not hold 
the compassion that swept over me. How 
could anybody not want this wonderful 
man’s love—all of it. How he must have 
suffered. and how he must need a woman’s 
love. 

“So you see, Alice,” Frank went on, “I 
haven't been quite fair to two people I’ve 
come to love very much—you and Susan. 
I guess this is the end.” 

He stood up to leave, and in that instant 
I knew I couldn’t let him go. Another 
woman didn’t want him, and I had to have 
him or die. I threw my arms around him 
and pulled his mouth down to mine. At 
first his kiss was gentle. grateful. Then 
slowly I felt his body grow tense as he 
tried to pull away. 

My mouth, still on his, murmured. “No. 
no.” 

And then he was tense no longer. The 
storm struck again. This time all of the 
thunder and the lightning was inside us. 
and this time there was no child’s cry to 
halt it’s unleashing. .. . 


M Y WHOLE LIFE changed after that 
3 night. When Frank would leave me 
after our  love-making, guilt would 
smother me like a giant pillow. How could 
I do such a thing to myself, to Frank, to 
Susan? But my need for Frank. my crav- 
ing for all the things that only he could 
give, was stronger than any feeling of re- 
morse, and I clung to our illicit relation- 
ship with desperation. 

Gradually. I soothed my conscience by 
pretending: pretending Frank and I were 
really man and wife. After all. there were 
many married couples who had no more 
time together than we had. I began cook- 
ing and dressing and keeping the apart- 
ment to please Frank, as though he were 
my husband, and as if making-believe 
could cause it to come true. 

For a while, I think Frank must have 
enjoyed the game too. We were like a fam- 
ily. he and Susan and I. And the loneli- 
ness in his eyes and the hardness around 
his mouth seemed to go away. But the brief 
time when it came back, it seemed to be 
worse than ever—the old hurt moving back 
into his face. 

And though I played at our being mar- 
ried, Frank never mentioned the day when 
we could really become man and wife. 
It’s because he doesn’t know when he'll be 
free, I told myself. He doesn’t want to 
make promises he can’t keep. So I kept 
up my pretense, even after a voice deep 
inside me began to whisper: He'll never 


be yours, really! 
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A month passed; two months. three. 
And though Frank’s physical presence was 
closer than ever, his mind and soul were 
farther withdrawn, until it seemed as if he 
was but a ghost walking about the house. 

Then came the Friday night when he 
didn’t pick me up at the restaurant. He 
had called while I was busy. but he didn’t 
leave any message. When I tried to ring 
him at the gas station. he was gone. He 
didn’t answer at his apartment, either. 

I took a taxi home when I got off work, 
feeling sure he must have gone on to my 
apartment. But he wasn’t there. and the 
baby sitter said he hadn’t called. 

Saturday passed without me_ hearing 
from him. He can’t desert me now, I 
thought. near panic. I hadn’t told Frank 
before because I wanted to be sure. Now 
I was sure. We were going to have a baby. 


UNDAY MORNING I rang Frank’s 
apartment and he answered. 

“Frank, where on earth have you been? 
I’ve been worried to death!” I cried. 

“Yes, yes. I tried to reach you.” Frank 
answered. his voice sounding strange. “I 
hope to be able to get by this afternoon.” 
His tone was oddly formal. 

“Frank, is anything wrong? Tell me, 
please.” I begged. 

“We can discuss it when I see you.” he 
said, and the telephone clicked in the 
receiver. I collapsed on the bed in a sea 
of tears. 

It was a quarter past three that afternoon 
when Frank knocked at the door. I flung it 
open and threw my arms around him. “Oh 
Frank,” I cried. “ 
I was so afraid you wouldn’t come.” 

Frank did not put his arms around me, 
and I stepped back from him. silently wait- 
ing for the bad news I now realized was 


you’re here, vou’re here. 


coming. 

“Alice. please understand me.” Frank 
began. “I didn’t mean for things to happen 
this way. Not the way it started between 


you and me, and not the way it is now. But. 
well—Della is back. She’s been with me 
all the week end. she and little Frank. 
We're going to try again. Alice.” 

“But why?” I asked 
“You said yourself she doesn’t want you 
—not the way a wife should.” 

“She went to a psychiatrist for that,” 
Frank replied. 
ten results.” 
finished. 


incredulously. 


“It—it seems to have got- 
His eyes avoided me as he 


Every nerve, every organ inside my body 
froze then. “I see.” a voice that I did not 
even recognize as my own answered. 

There was little to be said after that. 
He was leaving with his wife and son, 
Frank explained. He was sorry for every- 
thing. Give his love to Susan. 

I don’t think I spoke another word to 
him, not even when he said goodbye. He 
stood there, awkwardly, in the middle of 
the floor, waiting for me to speak, then 
he turned and went out the door. 
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You radiate the air of Love when you 

this new, improved LURE wot ge Exotic, 
intriguing, mysterious — LURE PERFUME 
breathes of moonlit nights and aaa 
intoxicating trysts. Its strange overpowering 
fragrance seems to whisper “! Love You,” 
drawing closer to your embrace the man 
you love. You'll be thrilied with your new 
charm with men. LURE PERFUME must help 
you, or I'll send your money right back. Com- 
plete with full directions, only $2 postpaid 
(3 for $5) of $2.50 C.0.D. Write me now. 


LURO CO., Dept. 106-V, Box 388, Mt. Vernon, N. Y. 
























SEE your complexion become lighter, brighter, 
New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is 
unlike any product you ever have used before. 
No waiting hopefully for months to see the 
results you want. With the improved NEVOLINE 
formula we guarantee you will see your skin 
grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 

2 oz. jar $1.25 send cash, money order, 
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PARIS IMPERIAL, P.O. Box 104-N 
Jackson Heights 72, N. Y. 
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GET YOUR MAN 
and make him yours FOR 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
may be using mysterious 
charms? Use Secrets of Sex 
Appeal so powerful that even 
bad women can keep good 
men while good girls go 
without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
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use to WIN YOUR MAN. 10-DAY TRIAL—Just send 
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to save C.O.D. and postage. Use for 10 days. I positively 
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vy well we keep the world’s peace depends 
t on how well we keep the world’s people. 
reat injustices, if inequalities in health, 


| or education exist anywhere...we all face 
nstant threat to peace. 


v 19 Specialized United Nations agencies 
international organizations work around 


world to eliminate these inequalities, to “ 


iinish these basic causes of wars. 
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litical discussions... make the United Nations 
mankind’s last great instrument of survival. 


Be an ambassador of the United Nations 
in your neighborhood. Our government— 
officially and actively—supports the United 
Nations, but it is your good will and under- 
standing that is its best guarantee of con- 
tinued success. To receive the informative 
free pamphlet, “The UN in Action,” write: 
United States Committee for the United 
Nations, Box 1958, Washington 13, D. C. 
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It must have been several minutes be- 
fore my body became unparalyzed, and 
then I ran from the apartment. screaming 
Frank’s name. I never realized when | 
reached the top of the stairway. Perhaps 
[I had fainted even before I began the long. 
thumping tumble downward. 


HE MONTHS that have passed since 

then have been kind, trying to erase the 
guilt, the hurt. But these things will never 
really disappear from my soul. 

The baby I was to have—Frank’s child 

was lost. whether by my fall or the sick- 
ness that was rampant inside me for weeks. 
it is difficult to say. And losing it seems 
to be an odd kind of punishment, too. For 
it sometimes seems that if I just had some 
living symbol of Frank with me now, all 
of the tortuous remorse would not be so 
hard to bear. 

Instead, all I have is the memory; the 
hitter memory of the love I have lost and 
the price I pay in vain. 

What caused me to do it? To reach out 
so desperately for a happiness I could 
never have. a love to which I had no right. 
Who can say why a woman does the 
things she does in affairs of the heart. And 
knowing the difference between right and 
wrong does not in itself make it easier to 
do right. It only perhaps creates or in- 
creases the feeling of guilt. In time. I sup- 
pose, you learn to live with that. And I 
have time—a lifetime. 


THE END 





Are You The 
Other Woman? 


(Continued from Page 16) 


most stable of marriages. And, there is 
no quick cure for the problem. Where 
jealousy is a factor, then both parties in 
a marriage must use the proper psycho- 
logical strategy. To jump to conclusions 
often means sudden death for a marriage 
and the possibility that the break may 
never be repaired. 

Some wives, by continual nagging and 
accusations, have succeeded in driving 
their husbands into the arms of other 
women when even the thought might not 
have otherwise entered their male heads. 

Of course, there are still enough philan- 
dering husbands about to make many a 
wife wonder if all men are not unfaithful. 
But unreasonable jealousy. unsubstantiat- 
ed accusations are not the answer. She 
must trust her own mate until he proves, 
beyond a shadow of a doubt, he does not 
deserve her faith. 

Otherwise. a wife may be her own worst 
enemy. 


THE END 
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“Greasy foundation creams and 
make-up bases gave me a real 
problem. Everything I tried caused 
my make-up to smear, but when I 
switched to Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as my make-up 
base, my problems were over.” 


CQn0eDh Welker 


Cleveland, Ohio 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times— without bothersome retouching. 
® Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 
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Thrill Killer 


(Continued from Page 23) 


called “Puckish”—which was how he got 
his nickname. It suited him so well no one 
ever called him Ralph any more. But 
handsome or not. he was the most lovable. 
appealing boy I'd ever known. When he 
kissed me. everything within me responded 
wildly. We had come so close to going 
too far on our last date that I had tossed 
restlessly all night worrying about it. Next 
time we might not be able to stop at all. 
so I decided we must either get married or 
quit dating. That’s what I told him when 
he asked about the Legion dance. I hoped 
he’d say. “Okay hon—set the date!” But 
he didn’t. 

“I suppose you’re right.” he agreed 
thoughtfully. “I wouldn’t want things to 
go wrong and get us off to a bad start. | 
wish we could be married right away. but 
like Mom says, if our love’s the real thing, 
it'll survive the separation whether we’re 
married or not. You wouldn't want to be 
on the shelf while I'm gone—-tied down 
by marriage. Besides, you’re only eighteen 
and I’m nineteen—we’re bound to change 
some in the next couple of years. Mom 
says we might feel like strangers by the 
time I get out of the service.” 

Maybe there was sense in that. but it 
didn’t make me feel loved as wildly as I 
loved him. I wondered how he’d feel if he 
actually saw me dating someone else. | 
said grimly. “Okay Puck, if that’s the 
way it’s going to be, we'd better start get- 
ting used to it right away. Let’s make it 
a double date for the Legion dance. | 
mean. I'll get a girl for you. and you get a 
boy for me.” 

He grinned. “I suppose that means | 
get Alice.” 

“Well, you needn’t sound so abused 
about it!” I snapped. It made me mad 
the way the boys didn’t appreciate Alice 
just because she was a Brain and too shy 
to be forward or flirty. 

“Oh. I don’t mind dating Alice. Who 
shall I get for you?” 

“How about one of the boys down where 
you work? Vince Crowley. for instance?” 

“Sure. Carl Bailey isn’t married either— 
or Pat Sutton. Any of them would snap up 
a date with you. Who wouldn’t?” 

“Try Vince first.” I said. I knew Pat 
and Carl casually too. Puck often loaned 
me his car and I'd pick him up after work 
at the TV repair shop. Sometimes I'd 
have to wait for him to come back from an 
antenna job. and the shop men would kid 
around with me. Pat and Carl had lived 
in town for vears. but Vince had come just 
a few months ago. He was some relation 
to the boss, and had specialized training 
that rated him a job over men who'd 
worked there longer. That could be the 


reason they didn’t like him very well. Or 
they might be jealous because he was so 
good-looking the girls made a big play for 
him. He had black patent-leather hair 
and a really heart-stirring smile. If it 
didn’t bother Puck to see me dating a 
Romeo like Vince, he couldn’t be very 
much in love. 

I was impressed with Vince the night of 
the dance. too. He was a keen dancer and 
made me feel sort of 
He didn’t get fresh either— 
didn’t even try to kiss me goodnight. 
though the look in his eyes told me he 
wanted to. 

Maybe next time. I thought, realizing 
there'd probably be a next time, for it 
hadn’t seemed to bother Puck to see me 
with Vince—he'd simply concentrated all 
his attention on Alice. I'd tried not to no- 
tice, and almost succeeded, for Pat and 
Carl had stagged it to the dance. and they 
kept cutting in on Vince. giving me such 
a rush I felt like the belle of the ball. 

Once Carl said, “I think Puck should 
have let us flip coins to see who'd get the 
date with you tonight. He said you'd settle 
for any of us—but he let that stuffed shirt 
have dibs. What’s Vince got that I haven’t 
besides a movie star profile?” 

I laughed up at him. Carl had been 
rather a big wheel himself, I remembered. 
He’d been a senior the year I started high. 
and he’d been president of the Science 
Club. as well as class valedictorian. He'd 
won a scholarship too, but in the middle 
of his second year at college he suddenly 
quit school and came home. He must have 
had some electronic training. for he went 
right to work at the TV shop. Puck had 
called him a Brain once, because he filled 
notebooks with complicated formulas. 
Suddenly I had an idea. 

“You know something, Carl?” I teld him. 
“You should be dating Alice. She’s a lot 
more fun than you boys give her credit for. 
and she has a keen mind—like yours. She’s 
too intellectual for most men—that’s why 
they don’t go for her. But you’re different.” 

He gazed at me thoughtfully as our feet 
kept time to the music. He wasn’t bad- 
looking. I thought. But like Alice. he had 
a sort of reserve that kept people from no- 
ticing him much. There was something 
pathetically eager in his eyes when he said. 
“T think you’ve got something. Nan. Funny 
I never thought of it myself.” 


his manners 
cherished. 


FE DANCED with Alice after that. She 

* looked prettier than I’d ever seen her. 
with striking pink frames for her glasses. 
and a swirly pink dress to match. Her 
hair had been expertly cut and curled, and 
as she smiled up at Carl. talking ani- 
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matedly. her face took on a lovely glow. 
Carl seemed impressed too, and I got a nice 
warm feeling about the happiness ahead 
for them. 

Now Alice was dead. 
Puck wouldn’t harm a kitten! How could 
he be charged with her murder? The 
whole thing was so shockingly incredible it 
made me sick! 

“I wonder if he killed that Mendoza girl 
too.” Dad said hollowly as we sat there 
letting our breakfast grow cold. 

“He could have.” Mom quavered. “All 
the young folks used to go out to see her 
dance.” 

Lupita Mendoza had been a cute little 
Mexican girl, scarcely out of her teens. who 
did lively Spanish dances at The Fandango 
—a sort of roadhouse out on the highway 
where entertainment was served with hot 
Mexican dishes. Last winter, a few days 
after her mysterious disappearance, her 
mangled body had been found buried in a 
shallow grave in the woods. It was another 
brutal case of rape-murder. and the crime 
had never been solved. 

“Oh Nan!” Mom buried her face in her 
hands. “I can’t bear to think of the danger 
you've been in all this time—and we didn’t 


And Puck—why 


even know! One just never can tell.” 
She began to sob. 
“Tt couldn’t be Puck!” I cried. “It 


couldn't!” Yet my hands began to shake 
helplessly. Thinking back, I remembered 
it was just before Lupita’s death that our 
emotions had first started going almost out 
of control. Still in high school, we knew 
marriage was out of the question, so for a 
while I wouldn’t go anywhere alone with 
him at all. We’d double-dated with other 
couples, and I’d insisted on being taken 
home first. I didn’t even let him kiss me 
goodnight, and gradually the flame be- 
tween us lost its danger. But could it have 
heen quenched by some horrible satisfac- 
tion—like rape that ended in murder? I 
couldn’t believe it, yet I shuddered. 

We were still at the breakfast table 
when the buzzer sounded and Dad opened 
the door to Sergeant Kennedy, a policeman 
we'd known for years. “I’m glad I caught 
you before you went to work, Nan,” he 
said. “I’ve got to take you down to head- 
quarters for a few questions about your 
date last night. Puck says you and Vince 
Crowley made up a foursome with him and 
poor little Alice.” 

I answered all the questions frankly, but 


it didn’t give them much _ information. 
We’d gone in Puck’s car, and left the 


dance at twelve-thirty. Puck had driven us 
around to the rooming house where Vince 
picked up his own car to take me home 
alone. Puck and Alice had driven away 
—and that’s the last we’d seen of them. 
I answered questions about my own dates 
with Puck, too, even though it made my 
cheeks burn to admit we'd quit dating be- 
cause our emotions were getting danger- 
ously out of control. 
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Itching Misery — or Your Money Back! 
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It’s a fact: You don’t have to put up 
with this trouble any longer! Dis- 
cover the wonderful meaning of 
“Skin Success.” This internationally 
famous skin medicine works like 
magic to rescue your poor skin from 
that ugly irritation distress. There’s 
just nothing like it! 


ONLY “Skin Success” Ointment has 
this marvelous skin-prescription 
formula, tested by a noted doctor. 
That’s why it can 
make such a happy 
difference, so fast. 
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m/ So, lift up your head and 
“feel good again—the 
way millions of other 
people have done! It’s 
easy to prove it yourself: 
The cost is only 35¢. 
And the economical 75¢ size con- 
tains four times as much. 
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And Guard Your Complexion... 

. with the deep-acting foamy med- 
ication of “skin sucCEss soAP.” It 
fights germs that often 
aggravate ugly blemishes 
and perspiration odors. 
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No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog’ 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HAS-72 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Illinois / 
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your own music teacher. Learn quickly, right at 


home, to play piano, guitar, accordion, any 


instrument. 


Our famous pictured lessons make it easy. No boring exer- 


cises. Start 
1,000,000 students, including Lawrence 
FREE book. No obligation. No salesman will call, U. 
School of Music, Studio A3411,Port Washington, N. Y. 
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FOR SPORTS, FUN OR 
FOR SELF-PROTECTION! 
World's Finest Blank Pistol .22 Cal. 
6 Shot Automatic NOW ONLY $6.50 
Looks, feels and sounds like a fine 
“real’’ pistol. But it’s safe... 
can't hold regular cartridges. Ideal for all 
sports, theatrical events, dog training and 
home protection. Fits easily into pocket 







or purse, Outstanding in appearance, action and price. 


ORDER by MAIL TODAY 


Godfrey Import Corp., Dept. JTI!, 261 Broadway, N.Y. 7 
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ALL WE NEED IS WORDS AND POEMS. WE 
DO THE REST. SEND SONG POEMS TODAY TO 
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dessert it wasn't there. Today, he picks it 
up and wonders: why did it grow like that? 


The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “toad- 


tool”’ that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 


that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 


earn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
lerly growth... . and the dreadful, senseless 


growth that is cancer. 
The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 


growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
n this page. 
Scientists, working under grants from the 


American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 


ng cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 


too are asking: Why? 





Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 


Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 
tomorrow. 


Remember: Cancer 
canstrikeanyone.But AM ER OA 
you can strike back 
hard with your dol- - 
lars. Send your gift to CAN C ~— 
CANCER in care of a 
your local post office. . () Cl FTV 
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Vince had already been questioned and 
was waiting near the entrance. He fell in- 
to step with me, saying, “My car’s out here 
—TI’'ll drive you to the office. I suppose 
you're going to work?” 

“J suppose so—though I don’t see how 
I can get anything done!” 

“No one will do much but talk about 
the awful thing. You don’t think Puck did 
it. do you?” 

“I--T don’t know!” I choked. I seemed 
to be in such a state of shock IT couldn’t 
even think. 

He turned to me sharply, his hand on the 
door-handle. ready to open it. “You don’t 
know! After going with him for over a 
year, you think he could do a thing like 
that?” 

“T—-I—” At the look of outrage in his 
face, I couldn’t go on. He jerked the door 
open and practically shoved me in. 

“Tf you were my girl,” he said, getting in 
behind the wheel. “I’d sure expect more 
loyalty. Do you actually think he could 
take a nice girl like Alice—” 

“Don’t!” IT gasped. “I can’t believe it 
hut somebody did! If you’re such a smart 
judge of character, tell me who’s capable 
like that!” 

“How do I know? It might be somebody 
we've never Though I have to ad- 
mit.” He thrust shaky fingers through hi 
hair. spoiling its patent-leather 
“Tt must be someone 
cause Puck must have been framed. 


of a crime 
seen. 
smooth- 


we know. be- 


Else 


ness. 


why the blood on his car?” 


seg 


He drove to my office. his “Goodbye” so 
brusque I knew he wouldn’t be asking me 
for another date. He figured I had let Puck 
-and maybe I had. I’d simply been 


too stunned to think. 


down— 


i ERYONE WAS already at work when 

sat down at my desk, still sick 
If Puck had been framed. 
I was reflecting numbly, it could even have 
heen Vince! He hadn’t spent much time 
saying goodbye to me last night. He could 
have gone directly to meet Alice after Puck 
took her home. But in that case, why 
Alice? Why hadn’t it been my battered 
hody found in the ravine? 

I shuddered and burst into tears. Feel- 
ing a hand on my shoulder, I looked up at 
my boss. Mr. Carter. His face was com- 
“T know you feel, Nan. 
We're all shocked—but it’s worse for you 
because you were such good friends. And 
you—you’d been going with Puck your- 
self. Take the day off if you like.” 

I looked around at the grieving faces of 
my fellow workers and shook my 
“No. that would make it worse. I’ve got 

keep busy and not think about it any 
more than I[ can help.” 

“Good girl.” He patted my shoulder 
and we all got to work. 

Of course, it was impossible not to think 
about it. or talk about it at coffee breaks 


with ita i 


passionate. how 


head. 


and lunch time. By quitting time I had a 
gnawing desire to see Alice’s parents. I 
was fond of them, and struck with guilt to 
think I’d waited so long to go to them with 
my love and sympathy. 

When I walked out of the office I found 
Carl] Bailey waiting for me. “May I drive 
he asked. “I just had to tell 
you how how terribly I feel about 
this awful thing . . .” His voice trailed off 
and he looked ready to cry. 

“You can drive me over 


you home?” 
SOrry- 


to the Nathans’ 
house. Carl. I want to see them, then I'll 
walk on home.” 

His fingers trembled as he took my arm, 
and I thought what a disappointment this 
must have been for him. He’d just got in- 
terested in Alice. realizing what he’d 
missed by overlooking her before. He 
voiced the same thought as we drove away. 

“Honest. when I think how sweet she was 
last night at the dance—how modest about 
her really good mind. And when I think of 
someone stripping her—torturing her—” 

“Don’t!” IT cried. 


my face. 


pressing my hands to 


It hurts just to think about 
But how much more it must 
sensitive girl— Oh! 


Puck 


“I’m sorry. 
it. doesn’t it! 
hurt a delicate, 
could just get my 


have 
lf I 
Stevens!” 

“You-—you think he did it?” 

“Who else?” He gave me a swift. 
“T know 
but it isn’t the first time an apparently 
normal boy killed someone for the thrill of 
though. 


7 
mands on 


I quavered. 
side- 


wise glance. it seems incredible, 


it. Funny he never harmed you, 
Gosh. a girl never knows what danger she’s 
running into!” 

“Vince doesn’t think he could be guilty.” 

“Oh—Vince!” He spoke the name con- 
temptuously. “Vince hardly knows what’s 
going on—the way he keeps his nose in the 
air. He’s sort of an oddball. Gosh, if it 
wasn’t Puck, I wouldn’t put it past Vince 
to— You aren’t going out with him again, 
are you?” 

“Not a said wryly. We'd 
stopped at the Nathans’ house, so I reached 
for the door handle, but Carl laid his hand 
on mine. 

“Do you suppose it would help if I went 
in too, offered my sympathy? I don’t really 
know them. but I could tell them how much 
I admired their daughter.” 

“You can come to the door with me,” I 
“We'll find out if they want to see 
anyone.” 

Mr. Nathan opened the door, then he and 
his wife were both hugging me and we 
I introduced Carl, 


chance,” I 


agreed. 


were crying together. 


whom they already knew slightly, and I 
believe the grieving, admiring way he 


talked about Alice did help them in their 
sorrow—if anything could. They were both 
almost in a state of collapse. 

There were other friends and relatives 
there. stay long. and I let 
Carl drive me on home. 


so we didn’t 
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“When all this is past,” he said as he 
stopped the car. “I hope you'll go out with 
me some time.” 

“T will, Carl.” I touched his arm. You’ve 
been fine.” 


UCK PLEADED “not guilty” at his 

preliminary hearing and was_ held 
without bail to await trial. I tried not to 
say anything damaging in my testimony. 
but even the brief, honest answers I gave 
made me feel disloyal after the way Vince 
had talked. Puck’s eyes met mine once. 
dark with pain and some chilling expres- 
sion I couldn’t read. My heart began to 
race and I had to look away quickly. 

The whole town seemed to be at Alice’s 
funeral. Even Puck’s mother was there. 
looking devastated with grief. Hardly any- 
one spoke to her. I didn’t either, though 
once when her eyes met mine imploringly 
I started toward her under the powerful 
impulse to fling my arms around her and 
tell her not to worry—I knew Puck 
couldn’t be guilty of a thing like that! 
But Daddy’s hand closed tight on my arm. 
holding me back. Then I thought of the 
blood stains on Puck’s car, and the way 
the Nathans insisted at the hearing that 
Puck not only didn’t bring Alice home 
when he said he did, but hadn’t been home 
himself when they first tried to phone him. 
Mrs. Stevens had admitted that part too. 
so I shrank away from her imploring gaze. 
sick with doubt and confusion again. 

After the funeral things began to settle 
back to normal, though I still went around 
with a lump like lead in my heart. | 
didn’t feel up to any dating, but Carl came 
to the house now and then, talking with 
my folks more than with me. They were 
rather impressed because he could talk 
brilliantly about so many things. I got 
pretty bored when they started on missiles. 
satellites and other things I knew little 
about. But that was better than hearing 
them talk over the awful thing that hap- 
pened to Alice. calling Puck all sorts of 
fiendish things. 

“With such danger around.” Dad said. 
“we're almost afraid to leave Nan alone at 
night. Even with Puck safely in jail. we're 
wondering if we should go to lodge meet- 
ing tomorrow night.” 

Carl turned to me. “There’s a ready- 
made chance for the date you’ve been 
promising. How about a movie?” 

I wasn’t very keen about it. but most 
anything was better than sitting home 
alone with my thoughts, so I agreed. 


V OM AND DAD left before Carl ar- 
‘ rived the next evening. I’d just 
finished dressing when the buzzer sounded. 
and I switched on the living room lights as 
I went through to open the door. Then 
I nearly fell in my tracks. It wasn’t Carl 
who stalked into the room. 

“Puck!” I gasped, backing away in 
stunned disbelief. “You—you’re out!” 
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His jaw set grimly as he thrust his hands 
in his pockets. “You don’t seem very happy 
about it! Why, you’re afraid of me, aren’t 
you! That’s why you didn’t come down to 
see me—that’s why you talked so wishy- 
washy at the hearing! You actually think 
I'm the one who—. Nan—I thought you of 
all people would believe in me! I thought 
you knew me well enough—I thought we 
were in love!” 

My heart was beating so hard I had to 
press my hand over it. I wasn’t actually 
afraid of him—just startled, because it was 
so unexpected. seeing him walk in. “How 
did you get out?” I asked in confusion. 
“The judge wouldn’t set bail!” 

“Not when it looked bad for me. But 
I'd already passed a lie-detector test, and 
when they dug up other evidence—such as 
the mud mixed with blood on my car not 
matching the soil on my tires, and my 
tire marks not matching those at the mur- 
der scene—they added everything up and 
turned me loose tonight. I came straight 
over here. I thought your reaction would 
tell me what I’d been wondering about— 
and it does! I won’t wait for Uncle Sam 
to call me now—I’m going to enlist right 
away. I thought you and I had something 
—but it didn’t amount to much if you can 
believe a thing like that about me!” 

He caught a sharp breath and stalked 
out. I tried to call him back, but my throat 
was so tight that no sound came through. 
I had failed him—that was the thought 
that struck me dumb. He was innocent. 
and he had loved me, but my faith hadn’t 
stood the test. 

I still had scarcely moved a muscle when 
Carl rang the doorbell a moment or so 
later. I was blind with tears, so I couldn’t 
see his expression when I told him about 
Puck. But there was no mistaking the re- 
lief in his voice when he said, “Thank God. 
Nan. he didn’t harm you! He wasn’t re- 
leased—he broke out of jail! I just heard 
the report and rushed over here—I knew 
your folks had already left, and I was ter- 
tified! I promised them I’d take care of 
you!’ Thank heaven you’re safe!” 

Bewilderment swamped me again as I 
went out to the car with him. Puck had 
seemed so innocent and sincere. I didn’t 
want to misjudge him again! Yet—as Carl 
pointed out—would they have released him 
before his trial? I couldn’t be sure. It 
seemed to me I wasn’t sure of anything 
any more. 

Lost in thought, I didn’t notice at first 
that Carl hadn’t headed the car downtown. 
“Aren’t we going to a movie?” I asked. 

“It’s too nice an evening to sit in a down- 
town theater. Maybe a drive-in—though 
I'd rather just ride and talk. Wouldn't 
you?” 

“No. I’d rather see a movie—get my 
mind off of things.” 

He reached for my hand. “I know a bet- 
ter way to get your mind off things. Im 
growing mighty fond of you, Nan!” 
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PUNDIT nit 


I jerked my hand away. If there was 
anything I didn’t want, it was for Carl to 
try to make love to me in my present mood. 

“You shouldn’t have done that. Nan,” he 
said gently. 

“Done what?” 

“Jerk your hand out of mine—as if you 
didn’t like for me to touch you. I’ve been 
pretty patient so far.” 

His voice was still gentle, yet something 
about it stirred a sharp uneasiness. I 
stared at his profile. but the dash light 
left his face in too much shadow to show 
any expression. The mild pang of fear. 
however, turned swiftly to real fright as he 
swung the car off the highway and down 
a narrow road that led to a clearing out 
near the ravine. 

“There’s no drive-in out this way!” I 
cried, reaching for the door handle. 

“Don’t open the door!” He grabbed my 
hand and stepped on the gas, sending the 
car lurching over the rough road. “I’ve 
got a place all picked out down here. I’ve 
been planning a long time—and Puck get- 
ting out makes it just perfect! They'll 
blame him!” 


SCREAM rose to my throat and stuck 

there, snagged on terror. For as we 
jolted wildly down to the clearing. the 
awful truth was plain as day. In spite of 
his brilliance, his apparently sensitive and 
gentle nature, Carl was the fiend who had 
brutally murdered Alice! Why hadn’t | 
thought of that? Why hadn’t any of us? 
He hadn’t seemed capable of such a 
thing. of course—but neither had Puck, or 
anyone else we knew! 

Now he’d brought me to the same sort of 
lonely spot, where there was no one to hear 
my call for help. I scanned the landscape 
but no light shone through the trees around 
the clearing. I'd been here before. We'd 
gathered wild blackberries in summer. and 
wood for picnic bonfires in winter. We 
were a mile down the ravine from the place 
where Alice had been found. and this was 
even more isolated. 

When the car plunged to a jolting stop 
[ managed to get the door open, but Carl 
vrabbed me before I could get out. The 
door switch had turned on a dome light. 
and in the dim glow Carl’s face loomed 
above me, a picture of thrill-crazed evil. 
He thrust his knee sharply into my 
abdomen, wedging me against the seat. and 
laughed at my gasp of pain. 

“You all thought it was Puck, didn’t 
you!” he gloated. “I fooled everybody— 
and [I'll do it again! I hadn’t hoped for a 
chance so soon—letting Puck out gave me 
a wonderful break!” 

“Carl, don’t be crazy!” I quavered, try- 
ing to push his knee from my stomach 
where the pressure was almost unbearable. 
“You can’t keep on getting away with any- 
thing like this—they’ll catch you for 


sure!” 
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“How? They don’t even know we're 
down here—and I’m too smart to let them 
hang anything on me!” Chuckling with 
self-admiration he relaxed just enough for 
me to get out from under the horrible 
pressure of his knee. I made a dive for 
the door, but he was right after me, fling- 
ing himself on top of me as we plunged 
headlong into the tall dry grass. 

“Fight all you want, baby—that just 
makes it more fun, because you can’t pos- 
sibly win. Not against yours truly!” He 
sat on me to weight my body down. One 
tight hand pinioned my throat to the 
ground so I couldn’t struggle. The other 
hand thrust something into my face. In 
the dim light from the car it looked like 
the handle of a knife. He pressed it with 
his thumb and a shiny blade sprang into 
view. 

“Ever see a switch knife before?” he 
asked teasingly. “I warn you, it’s razor 
sharp. I’d rather not use it yet—but some- 
times I have to—I had to with Alice. Want 
to hear about it?” 


“No—no!” I cried, shutting my eve- 
against the horror of that blade. 
LAUGHED and gave the knife 


E 
A a threatening swipe near my throat. 
“You're going to anyway! I’ve been dying 
to tell someone the whole thing—but of 
course if I tell you, I'll have to make sure 
you can never pass the word along. You 
couldn’t anyway. when I’m through with 
you. because half the thrill of having a girl 
is watching her die. Did you ever watch 
anyone die, honey?” 

A thrill killer, I thought in despair. 
There was no way to appeal to him, no 


hope of mercy. Utterly mad in this one 
respect. he could behave as sanely as any- 
one in his everyday life. 

Yet, there must have been signs we could 
have read if we’d been watchful. He'd 
always been considered rather an oddball 

brilliant but strange. He’d made few 
friends. none very close. And until lately 
he hadn’t seemed interested in dating. Now 
I knew why. He had only one interest in 
girls—his urge to ravage and kill them. 
And it was too dangerous to indulge very 
often. 

He loved to talk about it and live each 
thrill over again, I realized as he went in- 
to gloating details of the way he led Alice 
on to her destruction. If I could just keep 
him talking long enough .. . 

“Haven't you any conscience at all?” I 
asked shakily when his words slowed down. 
“Aren't you even sorry afterwards?” 

“Sure I am!” He chuckled and pressed 
the sharp point of the knife to my throat. 
“It’s like a hangover. You feel terrible 
for a while afterward, but that doesn’t 
stop you from having more fun than ever 


the next time you feel the urge. Aren’t you 


afraid. Nan? You don’t panic like the 
others—maybe you think I’m fooling!” 


He grabbed the front of my dress, 
slipped the knife under it and ripped my 
clothes all the way down. I felt the point 
skim flesh, and a frantic cry 
escaped me. 

He laughed deep in his throat. “That's 
more like it! It isn’t human not to be 
afraid. I want you so frightened you'll 
respond just the way I like. You won’t die 
-not for hours. We'll 
Or at least—” he 


over my 


for a long time, Nan 
have a lot of fun first. 


laughed again. “At least / will!” 

He straddled me, and with the knife 
blade across my throat he bent forward and 
mauled my lips with his mouth until it 
seemed his teeth would draw blood. When- 
ever I struggled I felt the sharp edge of 
the knife bearing down, and I subsided in 
sick, breathless panic. It was like the kind 
of nightmare that makes your heart pound 
until it hurts—you have a terrible need 
to run, or struggle, yet you dare not move: 
It was a nightmare with no hope for the 
relief of waking up. Unless a miracle saved 
me. the pain and horror could be blotted 
out only in death. I tried to pray for a 
miracle, but fear made chaos of my 
thinking. 

Suddenly he drew back. His weight still 
pinned me down, the knife sharp against 
my throat, but my numbed lips were 
blessedly free of his mauling. I thought 
the dome light shining from the car had 
suddenly brightened. then as he moved 
aside, I saw it was the glaring brilliance 
of a spotlight coming from beyond him. 

“I’ve got a knife at her throat!” he 
shouted, his voice hoarse with panic. “One 
step closer—one false move—and [ll kill 
her!” 

For a stark moment there was no answer. 
Then everything came at once. The flash 
of fire and a deafening burst of sound—the 
knife pressing harder against my throat. 
but flatly. as if it had no edge, and falling 
away as Carl’s lifeless body became 
a smothering weight across my face. 

I screamed then, and fought out from 
under him. scrambling to my feet in 
panicked confusion. I tried to run, but 
there was an obstruction in the darkness. 
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| bumped into it with such force it 
knocked the breath out of me. It must 
have knocked the sense out of me too, | 
thought dizzily, for it sounded like Puck’s 
voice in my ear, and felt like Puck’s arms 
around me as I gave in to the faintness that 
blacked everything out. 


’/ HEN I came to I seemed to be upside 
down. Then I saw, in the pale glow of 
another dome light, that I was in the back 
seat of a car with my head low and my 
feet propped up against the side window, 
I tried to sit up, and strong arms helped 
me. 

“She’s coming around, Sarge—she’d 
just fainted.” This time there was no mis- 
taking Puck’s voice. or the arms that pulled 
me close. 

“How did you find us?” I asked in 
bewilderment. 

“I came with Sarge Kennedy. I got 
scared when I saw Carl drive toward your 
house as I walked away. I had a hunch he 
was their next suspect but they didn’t 
have enough on him yet. I went back far 
enough to see him stop and go in, then I 
dashed into the nearest house to call the 
police. I was going right back—but before 
I got through phoning you drove off. I 
couldn’t follow on foot so I had to wait for 
Sarge. He called a squad car to follow, 
and insisted on waiting for it to catch up 
with us at the turn-off. Golly, I was scared 
stiff. But thank God we got here in time 
anyway!” 

A sob caught in my throat. “I’m thank- 
ful too, Puck—but I didn’t deserve your 
help. The crazy way I trusted him—in- 
stead of you. I knew better—I just couldn’t 
think straight!” 

He drew a ragged breath. “It hurt, all 
right—but let’s say it was the shock that 
confused you. Even Mom seemed doubtful 
—because I hadn’t got home until almost 
five that morning. It sounded pretty feeble 
to say I was just driving around trying to 
decide what to do about you and me. That 
double date showed me I couldn’t bear to 
have you go with anyone else, so I made 
up my mind to marry you right away, if 
you'd still have me—Army or no Army! I 
thought you might come along wherever I 
was stationed. Then the police came and 
the whole world caved in.” 

“And now—” I swallowed hard. “Now 
you can’t believe in my love any more!” 

“Maybe I can, Nan, when all this is 
farther behind us. I can’t seem to help 
loving you—and I was so scared for you 
tonight. I guess I’ll go ahead and enlist in 
the Army, then we'll see how things work 
out.” 

That’s all I could hope for. Perhaps 
more than I deserve. Anyway, I mean to 
show such love and loyalty from now on 
that maybe the time will come when he 
can forget how sadly I failed this first test 
of my faith. THE END 
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